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As alſo of Ln TT x & s received, and 
| Anſwers thereunto. 


"i Senſes Feſtival. 

Fuſcara, or the Bee Errant. 

Julia to expedite her promiſe. 

The Hecatomb to his Miſtreſſe. 

Upox Sir Thomas Martin. 

Upon the Memory of Mr.Edward King drown'd is 
the Iriſh Seas. 


On the ſame. | 
Upon ay Hermaphrodite. __ (H.Compton. 
To the Heors, wpon the unfortunate death of 
Square-Cap. 


Upon Phillis walking in 4 morning before Sun-rifing. 
Upon a Miſer that made a great Feaſt, and the next 
day died for grief. 
A young Man to an old Woman courting him. 
To Mrs. K.T. who askt him why he was dumb. *_ 
A fair Nymph ſcorning a black Boy courting her. 
A Dialogue between two Zealots upon the &c, inthe 
 _ Oath, 
Sme&ymnuus, or the Club-Divine, 
The mixt Aſſembly. 
The Kings diſgaiſe. 
The Rebel Scot. 


The Table. | 


. Thebcots Apoſtaſie. 

Rupertiſmus. 

Epitaph on the Earl of Strafford. 

Epitaphium T homs Comitis Straffordjs, Kc, 

On the Arch-Bifhop of Canterbury. 

On)J.W. A.B. of York. 

Mark Anthony. 

The Authors Mock: Song to Mark "LURE 

How the Commencement grows new. 

T he Hue and Cry after Sir John Presbyter, 

T he Antiplatemuck. 

Maries Spikenard. 

Ctrondffican Decollationis (are; Regis, &c. 

Upon Kin "e Charles, 

Upon the beſt of Men and meekeſt of Martyrs, &c. 

© pop the death of King C harles. 

The Charatter of a London-Diurnall. 

T he Charatter ef a (ountry Committee-man with the 
Ear mark of a Sequeſtrator. 

A Letter to a Friend,diſſwading bim from his artempe 
to marry a Nun. 

.T wo {cverall Letters written to]. C. 

J.C. hu Anſwer to each particular Litter. 


TO 
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TOTHE 
STATE of Loys: 
OR, 


The Senſes Feftivall: 


J] Saw a viſion yeſter-night | . 
Enough to tempt a Seekers fight ; 
I wiſht my ſelfa Shaker there, | 
And her quick pulſe my trembling Sphear: 
It was a ſhe ſo glittering bright , 
You'd think her ſoul an Adamite. 
Aperſon of ſo rare a frame, 
Her body might be lin'd with *fame, 
Beauties chiefeſt Maid of Honour ; 
You'd break a Lent with looking on her. 
Not the fair Abbeſle of the skies, 
With all her Nunnery of eyes, 
Can ſhew me ſuch a glorious prize. 
And yet, becauſe 'tis morErenown 
To make a ſhadow ſhine, ſhe's brown ; 
' Abrown, for which, heaven would disband 
The Gallaxye, and fars be tan'd. 
Brow by refleCion, as her eye, Io, 
Dazels the Summers livery. 
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Old dormant windows muſt confeſſe, 

| Her beames their glimmering ſpe&acles ; 

* Struck with the ſplendor of her face, 

 Do'th'office of a barning-gladle, 
Now where ſuch radiant lights have ſhown, 
No wonder if her cheeks be grown 
Sun-burnt with Juſtre of her owne. 

My ſight took pay, but (thank my charms) 

I now empale her in mine armes, 

(Loves compaſſes } confining you 

Good Angels to a compaſſle too. 

Is not the Univerſe ſtraight-lac'e, 

When I can claſp it in the waſt ? 

My amorous foulds about thee hurl'd 

With Drake, I compaſſe in the World ; 

I hoop the firmament, and make 

This my embrace the Zodiack. 
How would thy Center take my fence, 
When admiration doth commence, 
Ar the extream circumference ! 

Now to the melting kiffe that ſips 

The jelley'd Philtre of her lips 

So ſweet, there is no tongue can prais'c, 

Till tranſubſtantiate with a taſte, 

Inſpir'd like MMahomert from above, 

By th'billing of my heav'nly Dove ; 

Love prints her Signets in her ſmacks, - 

Thoſe ruddy drops of ſqueezing wax ; 

' Which whereſoever fhe imparts, 

They're Privie Seales to take up hearts. 


Our 


ry tt why F)  ” 
peg hq yay 7 nad | 


to thoſe nec = lips 
is evi 
The ſweet perſkime be breath "hoods; -. 
Incorpor with her words ; 
No Roſary this votreffenceds, 
Her very ſyllables are beads. 11942 
No foomay* ewixt thoſe Rubies born 1 6 
But Jewels are in Ear-rings worn. "I N 
_* With what delight ber ſpeech doth enter} "XA 
->Irisa kifſe o'th' ſecond venter.. 1:68 
AndI1 diſſolve at whatT hear, "LY 
Az if another Roſomend were EL odl 
Couch'd in the Labyrinth of my ear. 
Yet, that's but a pretudions biſle ; : 
Two fouls pickearing ita kiffe. © 3b 
—_— do but draw the line, py. 
Tis ftorming that muſt take her i it. TREST. 
_ _ al fa and ny hovers © 1; 
"Twixt the _ flu ers, "136 
This is the ga —— my dear, 1 He HM 
Hark how t Chenticlere, 7, 5 OR 
Thar Baron 7 arg the night, 28 
Sounds Beet-c/el to.Cupids kni 1 LR 
Then have ac all, the puſſe is gory; + 5522 
For coming off, oh nameir not: 


Who mould not yenponthe hoth 
As 


FU SCAR A, hs 
Bs n Errant. 


| Nets confeRtioner, the Bee, | 
Whoſe ſackers are moiſt elchimie, 
+ The Still of his refining mould, 
> Mining the Garden into gold ; 
Form rifled all the fields - 
So whatdainties Flora yields, 
bitious now to take Exciſe. 
a more fragrant Paradiſe, 
Ee my Fuſcara's ſleeve arriv'd, 
” Where all delicious ſweets are hiv'd. 
” The ayrie Free-booter deftreins 
| Er on the Violet of her Veins, 
V > Phe ſe tinure could it be more pure, 
$s ravenous kiſſe had made it bluer : 
1 Je did he fir, and eſſence 
Til ll her coy pulſe had beat him of: 
Thar Pulſe, which he that feels may know 
beth the World's long-liv'd or no. 
enext he preys on is her Palm, 
t Alm*ner of cranſpiring Balm ; - 
ft, "cis air but once remov'd, 
were a Jelly glov'd, 
bis cancing drone pipe ſcan'd 
Myftick Hpures of ber Ly 
er x fartune-lling lives. 
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Making char fleſh. his bill of fare, - itt 
Which hungry Cannibals would ſpare. __ 

| Where Lillies in a lovely brown | 5:0 

Inoculate Carnation: | ;: !.- 

He e-Lrgent skin with Or ſo iream'd, [26.06 WO 

As if the milky way were cream-d, Pg — i 

From hence he to the wood-bine bends/i{ HS I 

That quivers at her fingers ends, - - 5: _ 

- That runs diviſion on the-tree, it, +. 

- Like a thick branching ug og © 

So'tis not her the Bee devours 

It is a pony maze. of flowers, 

It is the roſe that bleeds when he 

"Nibbles his nice Phlebotomy. 

About her _ r he doth cling 

'*ch' faſhion of a wedding ring, -- = 

And bids his Comrades of the ſwarm. . a 

Crawl on a bracelet 'bout her arm, — 

Thus when the hovering Publican 

Had fuck'd the Toll of all her ſpan, 

| Tuning his draughts with drowſie hums, 

| As Danes carowle by ago tary 


- Ie was decreed —_—_—_ | mn | p by 
- The ſmall familiar ſhould bewean'd : 3 
7 At this che Errants courage quails, Z 


| Yer aided by lus native fails, 


I Indies of hoe oe con 


[2 aghe both with Eaft and Weſterh pk; + 


th when he had in'vaine affaid, 


d like a Latee-prefade, 
b Span = gil he broachr a pore, 
made and heal'd the ſore : 


I in | Gummy trees ther's found, 
r0 iſſue at the wound; 

bs ber breach the like was true, 
re trickled out a balfome too: 
Kb! what Waſp was'tthat could prove 
Filias to my Queen of Love ? 
"The of Bees now's jealons grown, 

Tef a hee ſhould theft his throne : 
ad finding that his tribute ſlacks, 
Were and ftate of Wax 

he to an [loſpiral, the combs 
d rank and file like Beads-men rooms, 
ed what they bleed but rart and fowre,; 

it with my Daraes golden ſhowre, 
Hlony all, the envious elfe' - 

her, cauſe ſweeter than himſelf 
© Swcetneſſe and ſhe are ſo ally'd | 
i Bee committed parricids. 
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7 


To Jur 1 « to expedite her promiſe. 


Ince 'tis my Doom, Love's under-Shrieve 


Why this Reprieve? | 


Why doth my She- Advowſon flie 
Incumbency ? 

Panting ExpeRance makes us prove 

The Anticks of benighted Love, - 


And withered Mates when wedlock joynes, - 7 


Th'are Hyme»s Monkeys which he ties by th'loynes, 


To play (alas | ) but at Rebated Foynes. 


To ſell thy ſelf doſt thou intend 
By Candle end? 
And hold the contra thus in doubr, 
Life's Taper out? 
Think but how ſoon the market failes ; 
Your Sex lives faſter than the males, 
As if to meaſure Ape's ſpan 


The Sober ?x/ian were th'Account of Man, + 


WhiPft You live by the fleet Gregorian. 


Now ſince you bear a Date ſo ſhort 

Live double fort. 
How can thy Fortreſle ever ftand 

If't be not man'd? 
The Siege ſo gaines upon the Place, 
Thoul't find the Trenches in thy Face, 
Pitty thy ſelf then, if not me, 
And hold not our, leſt (like Oftexd) thou be 
Nothing but Rubbiſh ac Deliverie. 


The 


POEMS: 


The Candidates of Peter's chair 

muſt plead pray hair; 
And uſe the Simony of a org s 

To help them off; 
But when I woe thus old and fpent, P 
T'le wed by Will and Teſtament. 
No, let us love while criſp'd and curl 4d, 
The So honours on the aged hurl'd 

Furlowes for another world. 


To motrow what thou tender'ſt me. 
F Is Legacie ; . 

” Not one of all thoſe rav*nous houres 
: . but thee devours. 
And though thou ftill recruited be, 
Like Fekas, with ſoft Ivorie; 


'*. Though thou conſume but to renew, 


Yer Love, as Lord, doth claime a Herriot due. 
That's the beſt quick thing I can finde of you. 


I feel thou art conſetiting ripe 
By that ſoft gripe. 
And thoſe regealing chriſtal ſpheares 
| I hold thy teares, 
[ Pledges of more diſtilling ſweers, 
'- The Bath that uſhers inthe ſheets, 
Elſe pious 7x1;a ( Angel-wiſe) 
| Moves the Betheſda of her trickling eyes 
To cure the ſpittle-world of maladies, 


THE 
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HECATOMB 


| ;:;*| TO HIS 
MISTRESSE. 


Bi dumb ye beggers of the rhiming Trade, 
Geld the looſe wits, and let the Muſe be ſplaid. 
Charge not the pariſh with the baſtard phraſe 
Of Balm, Elixar, both the Indias, | 
Of ſhrine, ſaint, ſacriledge, and ſuch as theſe 
Expreſſions common as their Miſtreſles. 
Hence ye fantaſtick Poſtillers'in ſong, 
My text defeats your art, ties Natures tongue, 
- | Scorns all his tinfil'd Metaphors of pelf, 
Illuſtrated by nothing bur his ſelF. 
As Spiders trayell by their bowels ſpun - . 
Intoa thred,and when the race is run, 
Wind up their journey in a living clew, 
So is it with my Poetry and yqu. | 
From your owne eſſence muſt I firſt untwine, 
Then twiſt againe each Panegerick line, 
Reach then a ſoaring quill,that I may write, 
As with a 7acob- ſtaffe to take the height. 
Suppoſe an Angel darting through the air, 
Should there encounter a religious prayer 
Monnting to heaven, that intelligence 
Should for a Sunday-ſyit thy breath condenſe 

| - Into 


Into a body, Let me crack a ftring 

In venturing higher ; were the note I ſing, 
Above heavens Els, ſhould I undechne, 
And with a deep-month'd Gammut ſous. agen 
From pole to pole, I could not reach her worth, 
Nor find anEpithite to ſet it forth. 

Mettals may blazon common beauties; She 

Makes pearl and planets humble herauldry. 

As.then a purer fubftance is defin'd, 

But by a heap of Negatives combin'd ; 

Askwhnat a ſpirit is, you'l hear them cry 

It hath no matter, no mortality: 

So can I not define how ſweet, how fair, 

Onely I ſay ſhe's not as others are: 

For what perfe&ion we to others grant, 

It is her fole perfe&ion to want. 

All other formes ſeem in refpe& of thee 

The Almanacks mifhap'd Anaromy, 

Where Avies, head and face; Bull, neck and throat; 
The Seorpion gives the fecrers ; knees, the Goat ; 

A brief of limbs foul as thoſe beafts, or are 

Their name-ſak'd ſipnes in their ſtrange charaQter. 
As the Philoſophers to every ſence 

Marry it's objeR, yet with ſome difpence, 
And grant them a Poligamy withal}, 

And theſe cheir common fenfibles they call : 
So is't with her, who ſtinted unto none, 
Unites all Sences in each ation. C. 
The ſame beam heats and lights ; to ſee her well, Þ| 
Is both to hear and fee), to taſte and ſmel, fy 
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= - F.. 
For can Thag-wagg; . palate i in your 
When exch of his compa 6 


enxs his apple 2, can 
For from..cach- neg. a 
Or cagthe lagh ET og 
A well-cun'd fice ſuch ns, 


Doth not each look a flaſh 
Which { pes TD 


Sweet - abgg which can make Gre on be. 4/2 
Conjur'd within the circle of an eye. vo 
In whom, ſince all the five are ivtermixe, 
Oh now that. Scaliger would prove his fixt1 -. 
Fhou man'of es. "ft that: cagſt not name a Shes + 
Unleſſe all nacure pay a $ 
Whoſe language is a Tax,whoſe Mask-cat verſe .- | 
=—_ nought bat flowers for thy Muſes herle, »At 

tter than Cel;a's looks, whoina trice : 
Canſt ſtate the long diſputed Paradiſe : E 
And with Divines hunt with ſo cold a ſcent, ; 4 
Can, in her boſome finde it reſident. 0 
Now come aloft, come, come and breath a vein, 
And give ſome vent unto oy daring ftrain. 
Say £ Aſtrologer, who ſpels the ſtars, 
| n "46 faire Alp aber ans s peace and wars, 

ces his Globe,and in her brighter eye 
rprets heavens Phyſiognomy. 
Call her the Metaphyficks of her Sex, 
Anc d ſay ſhe tortures wits, as uartans VeX 


at; 
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: calther the Feuer chiks fa 

ad not, "lay' of ker, p 
ie way to writeher Charter. - | * 'F* 
thivknd more, and when thou hop'ft to raiſe oe 
fancie ſo asto incloſe her praiſe, T 
poore Gethers with thy Coocko hedge, © [ 


vet are here bur facriledge. 
up Muſe, .what thou haft reveal'd oat; 4} 
HY Of clear not, but increaſe the doubt. } 
- Sheth | mortals not 3 glance 
-. 0 If knowledge, but is known by ignorance : | 
-- She nike honey er 1 
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afflec [rey ni down her ere 
eit is, ſhe that contains all bliſſe, 
makes the world but her Periphraſis. 
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POEMS. 


E. | UPON 
Sit Tromas Martin, 
Who fabſcribed a Warrant thus. 


} We the Knights aud Gentlemen of the Cork: 
T2 mittee, &c, When there was no 
| Knighr but himſelfe/ 


1 Hs out a flag, and gather perice « piece + 
(Which Afr:ick never bred,nor ſwelling Greer 
ÞF With tories Timpany) a beaſt ſo rare, . 15167 7 
4 No Le#wrers wrought cap,. nor Bartholmem fare > 4 
Can match him ; natures whinrſey; one that one 2 
4 Tredechin and bis ark of Novelties. | 
#4 The Gog and Magoy of prodigious fights . by 
* With reverence to your eyes, Sir 7 homas. Knights 37 be b | 
- But is this Bigamy of titles due ? 2: Fob 
Are you Sir Thomas, and Sir Martin too? * 3p 
3. Iachar conchant * ewixt a brace of Sirs, '*,"," O08 
q Thou Knighthood in a pair of panniers. br 
.Thon that look'ſt wrapt up in thy warlike leather, | vY 
:- Like Valentine and Orſon bound together. = . / 
$ Spurs repreſentative ! thou that art able : 
Y Tobe a Yoder to King eArthurs Table; 
"# Whoin this ſacrilegious maſſe of all, - 
F K ſeems ha's ſwallowed bY 6 Hoſpitals, 
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| get headed Centers his Conn: 
EF Hercwles labours were a Bakers dozen. 
| Had he bur trumpt on thee, whioſe forked neck. 
> t well have anſwered at the Font for Smeck : 
Is But can 4 Knighthood on a Knighthood by, 
- Mettall on mettall isi1| Armou 
E- And yet the knowne Godfrey of Bullion's coat 
; in exception to the Heraulds vote. 
"i reed rits move not by pendantick laws 
E Their a though eccentrick, ftate the cauſe, 
:. "And te Week with honour : Ceſar thus 
Subſcrib'd two Conſuls with one 71s. 
Tem never oaded Squire, ſcarce Yeoman high, 
” Is Tomtwicedipt Knight of a double dy > - 
Fond man! whoſe fateis in his name betrai'd, 
- Tristheſetting Sun doubles his ſhade ; 
- Butitsvo matter, for Amphibious he 
x May have a Knight hang'd, yet Sir Tom go free. 


POEMS. 


On the memory of Mr. Edward King, 
arown'd in the Iriſh Seas. 


Like not teares in tune, nor doe I prize 
His artificial] griefe who ſcans his eyes, .. 
Mine weep downe pious beads, but why ſhould I 
Confine them to the Muſes Roſary ? 
I am no Poct here ; my pen's the ſpout 
Where the Raine-water of mine eyes run out. 
In pitty of that Name,whoſe fate we ſee 
Thus copied out in griefes Hydrography : 
The Muſes are not Mair-maids, though upon 
His death the Ocean might turn Helzcon. 
The Sea's too rough for verſe ; who rhimes upon't 
With Xerxe-s ſtrives to fetter th'HeleSovt. 
My tears will keep no channell, know no laws 
To guide the ſtreames , but (like the waves their 
Run with diſturbance, till they ſwallow me (cauſe) 
As a deſcription of his miſery. 
But can his ſpatious virtue find a grave 
Within th'1mpoſthum'd bubble of a wave ? 
Whoſe learning if we ſound, we muſt confeſſe 
The Sea but ſhallow, and him bottomeleſle. 
Could not the wind to counter-mand thy death, 
With their whole card of Lungs redeem thy breath? - 
Or ſome new Iſland in thy reſcue peep, 
To heave thy reſurreRion from the deep ! 
Thar fo the world might ſee thy ſafety wrought, 
With no leſſe wonder than thy ſelf was thought, 
B 2 The 
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The famous Sragarite, who in his life 
Had rature as familiar as his wife, 
Bequeath'd his Widow to ſurvive with thee, 
Queen Dowager of all Philoſophy : 
An ominous Legacy that did portend 
Thy fate and predeceſſors ſecond end : 
Some Have affirm'd, that what on earth we find, 
The Sea can paralell in ſhape and kind : 
Books, arts and tongues were wanting, but in thee 
Neptune hath got an Univerſity. 

Wee'l dive no more for pearls, the hope to ſee 
Thy ſacred reliques of mortality 
Shall welcome ſtorms, and make the ſea-men prize , 
His ſhipwrack now more than his merchandize. 
He ſhall embrace the waves, and to the tombe 
As to a Royaller Exchange ſhall come. 
| What can we now expe > water and fire ; 
Both elements our ruine do conſpire : 
And that diſſolves us which doth us compound, 
One Yatican was burnt, another drown'd. 
We of the Gown our Libraries muſt toſſe 
To underſtand the greatneſſe of our loſſe 
Be pupils to our prief, and ſo much grow 
In learning as our ſorrows overflow. 
When we have fill'd the Rundlets of our eyes, 
Wee'l iſſu't forth, and vent ſuch Elepies, 
As that our tears ſhall ſeem the 1r;f Seas, 
\We floating Iſlands, hving Hebrides. 


On 
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On the ſame. 


"5 me no more of Stocks : canſt thou tell 


Who 'twas,that when the waves began to ſwell, 
The Ship to fink, fad paſſengers to call, 
[ Maſter we periſh] ſlept ſecure of all? 
Remember this, and him that waking kept, 
A mind as conſtant as he did that ſlept. 
Canfſt thou give credit to his zeal and love, 
That went to Heaven, and to thoſe flames above 
Wrapt in a fiery Chariot? ſince heard 
Who 'twas ti:at on his knees the Veſlell ſteer'd 
With hands bolir up to Heaven, ſince I ſee 
As yer n« ſigne of his mortakty ; 
Pardon me, Reader, if I ſay he's gone 
The ſelf-ſame juurney in a watry one. 


B 3 Upon 


+. POEMS. 
Upon an 
Her MaPHRODITE. 


Ir, or Mad1m, chuſe you whether, 

J Nature twiſt'd you both togeather : 
And makes thy ſoule two garbs conteſle, 
Both petticote and breeches drefle. 
Thus we chaſtiſe the God of Wine, 
With water that is feminine, 
Uncill the cooler Nymph abate 

His wrath, and ſo concorporate. 
Adam till his rib was loſt, 

Had both Sexes thus ingroſt : 

When Providence our Sire did cleave, 
And ont of Adam carved Eve, | 
Then did man 'bout wedlock treat, 

To make his body up compleat : 
Thus Matrimony ſpeakes but T hee 

In a grave ſolemnity. I, 

For man and wife make but one right 
Canonicall Hermaphrodite : 

Rayell thy body, and I find 

In every l1mb a double kind. 

Who would not think that head a pair 
Thar breeds ſuch fa&ions in the hair ? 
One half ſo churliſh in the touch, 
Thar rather than endure ſo much, 
It would my tender limbs apparrell 

In Regwlss his nailed barrell ; = 


But 


ut 
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But the other half ſo ſmall., 
And fo amorous withall, 
That Cpid thinks each hair doth grow 
A ftring for his invis'ble bow. 
When | look babies in thine eyes, 
Here Venus, there Adonss lies. 
And though thy beauty be high noon, 
Thy Orb containes both Sun and Moon : 
How many melting kiſles skip 
*Iwixt thy Male and Female lip? 
'Twixt thy upper bruſh of hair 
And thy nether beards deſpaire ? 
When thou ſpeak'ſt , I would not wrong 
Thy ſweetneſſe with a double tongue : 
But in every ſingle ſound 
A perfe& Dialogue is found : | 
Thy breaſts diſtinguiſh one another ; 
This the Siſter, that the Brother. 
When thou joyn'| hands, my ear ftill fancies 
The Nuptiall ſound, Tp take Frances : 
Feel but the difference, ſofr, and rough, 
This is a Gantler, that a Muff ; 
Had fly V/yſſes at the ſack 
Of Troy brought thee his Pedlers pack, 
And weapons too to know Achilles 
From King Nichomedes Phils. | 
His plot had fail'd; this hand would feel 
The needle that the warlike ſteel. 
When muſick doth thy pace advance, 
Thy right leg cakes the left to dance, 
| B 4 Nor 
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Nor is't a Gallard danc'd by one, 
But a mixt daunce though alone : 
Thus every heteroclice part 
Changes gendef, not the heart. 
Nay, thoſe which modeſty can mean, 
And dare not jpeak, are Epiccene ; 
That gamfter\ needs muſt overcome, 
That can play bpth 7b and Tom, 
Thus did Natures mintage vary, 
Coyaing thee a Phillip and Mary, 


The Authors 
HERMAPHKODITE. 


Made after Mr,Randolpti's death, yot in- 
ſerted into hu ÞP OEMS, | 


JRobleme of Sexes! muſt thou likewiſe be 

L As diſputable in thy pedigree ? | 
Thou twins-in- one, in whom Dame Nature tries 
To tltirow lefſe than Aums ace upon rwo Dice : 
Wer't thou ſerv'd up two in one diſh, the rather 
To ſplit thy Sire into a double father ? 

True, the worlds ſcales are even : what the maing 
In one place gets,another quits againe- 
Nature loſt one.by thee, and therefore muſt 
Slice one in two tq keep her number jult : 


. 


Pluraſty 
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Plurality of livings is thy ſtate, 
And therefore mine muſt be impropriate. 
or, ſince the child is mine, and yet the claim 
s intercepted by anothers name, 
ever did ſteeple carry double truer, 
His is the Donative, and mine the Cure. 
hen ſay my Muſe (and without more diſpute) 
ho 'tis that fame doth ſuper-inftitute. 
The Theban Wittall, when he once deſcries, 
hve in his rivall,falls to ſacrifice: | 
That name hath tipt his horns : ſee on his knees ; 
A health ro Hans-en-Kelder Hercules. 
Nay ſublunary cuckolds are content 
To entertaine their fate with complement ; 
And ſhall not he be proud, whom Randolph daigns 
To quarter with his Muſe both armes and brains? 
Grammercy Golfjp, I rejoyce to ſee 
Shee'th' got a leap of ſuch a Barbary. 
Talke not of horns, horns are the Poets creſt ; 
For ſince the Muſes left their former neſt, 
To found a Naxzery in Randulph's quill, 
Cuckold Parnaſſus is a forked hill. 

But ſtay, I've wak't his duſt, his Marble ftirs, 
And brings the worms for his compurgators. 
Can Gholt have naturall ſons? ſay Ogg, is't meet, j 
Renance beare date aſter the winding ſheet ? | 
Were it a Phznix (as the double kind 
May ſeem to prove being there's two combin'd) 

It would diſctaim my right, and that it were 
The lawfull ie of his aſhes, ſwear. | 
_— ve 
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But was he dead? did not his ſoul tranſlate 
Her ſelf into a ſhop of leſſer rate ? 
Or breake up houſe, like an expenſive Lord, 
That gives his purſe a fob, and lives at board? 
Let old Pithagoras but play the Pimp, 
And ſtill there's hopes't may prove his baſtard imp ; 
Burt I'm prophane ; For grant the world had one, 
With whom he might contra@ an anion, 
They two were one, yet hike an Eagle ſpread, 
I'th' Body joyn'd, but parted in the Head. 
For you my brat , that poſe the Porph'ry Chair, 
Pope 7ohy, or Joan, or whatſoere you are, 
You area Nephew, grieve not at your ſtate, 
For all the world is illegitimate. 
Man cannot get a man, unleſle the Sun 
Clu» to the act of generation. 
The Sun and man get man, thus Tomand I 
Are the joynt fathers of the Poetry. 
For ſince (leſt ſhade) this verſe is male, but mine, 
O'ch' weaker Sex. a fancy feminine ; 
Wee'l part the child, and yet commit no ſlaughter, 
So ſhall it be thy Son, and yet my daughter. 


To the Hz c roR's, upon the unfortunate 
death of H. Courpron. 


Ou He&ors ! tame profeſſors of the Sword, 
L Who inthe chair ſtate Duels,whoſe black _ 
| | Be- 
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| Bewitches courage, and like Devils too 

Leaves the bewitch'd, when't comes to hight and do. 

Who on your errand our beſt Spirits ſend, 

Not to kill Swine or Cowes, but man and friend 

Who are an hole Court-Marrtal in your drink, 

And diſpute Honour,when you cannot think 

Not orderly, but prate out valour, as 

You grow 1nſpir'd by th'oracle of the Glaſſe ; 

Then (like our zeal-drank Presbyters) cry down 

All Law of Kings and God, but what's their own, 

Then y*have the gift of fighting, can diſcern 

Spirits, who's fictoaR and who to learn, 

Who ſhall be baffled nexr, who muſt be bear, 

Who kill*d ; that you may drink, and ſwear and eat: 

Whilſt you applaud thoſe murthers which you teach, 

And live upon the wounds your Riots preagh. 
Meer booty ſouls ! Who bid us fizht a prize 

To feaſt the laughter of our enemies? 

Who ſhout, and clap at wounds, count it pure gain, 

Meer providence to heare a Comptox's ilain, 

A name they dearly hate,and juftly; ſhould (bloud; 

They lov't *twere worſe, their love would taint the 

Bloud alwayes true, true as their ſwords and cauſe, 

And never vainly loſt, till your wild Laws 

Scandall'd their ations in this perſon, who 

Truly cyrſt more than you dare think to do. 

A man made up of graces, every Move 

Had entertainment 1n it, and drew Love 

From all but him who kill'd him, who ſeeks a graye 

And feares a Death more ſhametull chan he gave. 


_ Now 
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Now you dread HeRors ! you whom tyrant drink 
Drags thrice about.the Town ; what do you think ? 
(If you be ſober) Is it valour > ay ! 

To overcome, and then to run away. 
. Fie, fie, your luſts and Duels both are one, 

Both are repented of as ſoon as done. 


Square Cap. 


Ome hither Apelle's bouncing girle, 
And ina whole Hipocrixe of Sherry 
Ler's drink a round till our braines do whirle, 
Tuning our pipes to make our ſelves merry 
A Cambridge-Laſſe, Yenw-like, borne of the froth 
Ofan old half. fill'd Jug of barly broth ; 
She ſhe's my Miftreſſe, her ſuiters are many, 
But ſhee*l have a Squzare-cap if ere ſhe have any. 


And firſt, for the Pluſh ſake, the Xonmenth-cap 
Shaking his head like an empty bottle. (comes 
With his new fangled oath, by Zupiters thumbs, 
That to her health hee'l begin a pottle : 
He tels her that after the dearth of his Grannam, 
He ſhall have God knowes what per annum : 
But ſtill ſhereplied, good Sir La bee, 
If ever I have a man, Square-cap for me. 


Then 
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Then Calot Leather-cap ſtrongly pleads, 

And faine would derive the pedigree of faſhion : 
The Antipodes wear their ſhoos on their heads, * 
And why may not we in their imitation ? 

Oh, how this foot-ball noddle would pleaſe, 

If it were but well toſs'd on S.7 homas his Lees. 
But till ſhee reply*d, good Sir ! a-bee, 

If ever I have a man, Square-cap for me. 


Next comes the Puritan in a 7ronght-cap, 

With a long waſted conſcience towards a Siſter, 
And making a chappell of eaſe of her lap, 

Firſt he ſaid grace, and then he kiſt her. 
Beloved, quoth he, thou art my Text, 

Then falls he t» Uſe and Application next : 

But then ſhe replied, your Text (\1r) Ile be, 
For then I'me ſure you | ne'r handle re. | 


But ſee where Satten-ca? ſcouts about, (marry; 


And faine would this wench in his fellowſhip 

He told her how ſuch a ran was not pur out, 
Becauſe his wedding he cloſely did cafry, 

Hee'l purchaſe InduRtion by Simony, 


And offers her money her incumbent to be. 


Bur ſtill ſhe replied, good Sir La-bee, 
If everI havea man, Square-cap for me. 


The Lawyer's a Sophiſter by his Round-cap,: 
Nor in their fallacies are they divided ; 


26 POEMS; 


The one miſkes the pocket, the other the tap, 

And yet this wench he fa n would have brided. 
Come leave theſe thred: bare Scholars, quoth he, 
And give me livery and ſeaſon of thee : 


But peace fohn-a- Nokes, and leave your Orationg. 


For I never will be your Impropriation. 
T pray you therefore pood Sir La-bee ; 
For if ever I havea man, $quare-cap for me. 


pre —__—_—_ _— 


Upon P #111 s walking in a Morning 
before Sun-rifing, 


f hb ſluggiſh morn as yet undreſt, 
My Phillzs brake from out her Eaſt, 
As ifihee'd made a match to run 

With Yenxs, Uſher to the Sun. 

The trees, like Yeomen of her guard, 
Serving more for pomp than ward, 
Bank'd on each ſide with loyall duty, 
Wave branches to encloſe her beauty. 
The plants, whoſe luxury was lopt, 
Or age with crutches underpropt, 
Whoſe wooden carkafes are grown 
To be bur coffius of their own, 
Revive, and at her generall dole 
Each receives his ancient ſoul. 

The winged Choriſters began 

To chirp their Mattins : and the Fan 


s 


Unto.their V 


oluntaries 

The..wak'ned earth in odours riſe 

To be her morning Sacrifice, 

The flowers call'd ont of their beds, 

Start and raiſe up their drowſie heads, 

And he that for their celour ſeeks, 

May find it vaulting in her cheeks, 

Where Roſes mix no civill war 

- | Between her York, and Lancafter 

The Marigold, whoſe Courtiers face. 

7 [Echoes the Sun, and doth unlace. 

Her at his riſe, at his full to 

Packs, and ſhuts up her gawdy ſhop ; 
Miſtakes her kue, and doth diſplay ; 

Thus ? bills antidates the day. 

Theſe Miracles had cramp'c the Sun, 
Who thinking that bis Kingdom's won + 
Powders with light his friz'led locks, 

To ſee what Saints his luſtre mocks. | 
The trembling leaves through which he plaid, 
Dapling the walk with light and ſhade, 

Like lattice-windowes give the ſpye 

Room but to peep with halfe an eye. 

Leaft her full Orb his ſight ſhould dim, 

| | oo us Ty Cap inhim, 

ill ſhe woul a gentle ra 

oforce us a new-faſbton'd + 

But what religious palfie's this, 
Which makes the boughs diveſt cheir blidlſe > 


od 


* 
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E - . And that they might her footſteps firaw 
F - Drop their leaves with ſhivering awe. 
” Philly perceives, (and leſt her ſtay. 
E Should wed Ofober unto May; 1 
z Andasher beauty caus'd a Spring, ( 
Devotion might an Autamn bring) N 
Withdrew her beams, yet made no night, 7 
Bac left che Sun her Curate-light. T 
| HATS O 
Upon a M 1s » « that made a preat feaſtyſ 5. 
and the next day died for grief. - 
N% ſcapes he ſo: our dinner was ſo good, _ — 
My liquoriſh muſe cannot but chew the cud {| 1 | 
And whar delight ſhe cook in ch'invitation, _ 
Strives to caſt o're apain in this relation. bs 
# Afeer a tedious grace in Hopkins rhime, "A 
= Not for devotion, bur to take-tp time; Tu 
[E March'd the train-band of diſhes uſher'd there, | 
2 Toſhew their poſtures, and then as they were. A 

For be invites no teeth, perchance the eye Th 
He will afford the lovers gluttony ; Thi 
This is a feaſt, a Muſter, not a fight, - WI 
Our weapons not. for ſervice bur for ſight. #1 pro 


But are we Tantalhiz'd? is all this meats, af 
Cook'd by a Limner' for to view, not eat3i,na5 


-* ThAftrologers keep ſuch Houſes when thefk us - 
-- On joynts of Tar: or their heavenly Typ: <-."J x1, 
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Whatever feaſts be made ate ſumm'd op here, 

His table vyes not ſtanding with his chear. 

His Churchings,Chrifnings, in this meal are all, 
Ard not tranſcrib'd; but in th'Originall. 

Chriftmas is no feaſt moveable : for lo 

The ſelfe-fame dinner was ten yeares ago ; 

'Twill be immorrtall; ifit longer ſtay, 

The gods will eat it for Ambroſia. 

| But ſtay awhile, unlefſe mv whinyard fail, 

Or is inchanted, Fle cut off th'intail. 

Saint George for England then, have at the Mutton, 
When the firſt cut call's me bloud-thirſty glutton : 
What 4jax, with his anger quod!'d brain 

Killing a ſheep, thought Agememnon ſlain, 
The fictioni's now prov'd true; wounding his roſt, 
I lamentably butcher up mine hoſt: _ 

Such ſympathy is with his meat, my weapon 
Makes him an Eunuch, when it carves his Capon. 
Cut a Gooſe leg, and the poor ſoul for maan 
Turns tcripple too, and after ſtands on one. 

Have you not heard the abhominabte ſport, 

A Lancafter Grand-Jury will report ? 
The ſouldier with his Morglay watcht the Mill, 
The cats they came to feaſt, when luſty /7// 


| Whips off grear Puſſes leg, which by ſome charm 
|] Proves the next day ſuch an old womans arm : 


| Tis ſo with him, whoſe carcaſe never ſcapes, 
J But till we ſlaſh them in a'thouſand ſhapes : 
$ Our ferving-men, like Spanniells range; to ſpring 


| The fowl when he hath clockt under her wing. - 


C Should 
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7 / Should he on Widgeon, and on Woodcock feed, 
{ '* It were(Thyftes like) on his own breed, 


To pork he pleads a ſuperſtition due, 

But not a mouth is muzled by the Jew. 

Sauces we ſhould hive none, had he his wiſh, 

The Oranges i'th* margent of the diſh, 

He with ſuch Hucſters tells them o're and o're, 

Yate ian Dragon never watcht them more. 
But being eaten now into deſpair, 

Having nought elſe to do he falls to pray'r. 

As thou didſt once put on the form of Bull, 

And turn'f thy 7o to a lovely Mull, 

Defend my rump great ove, grant this poor beef 

May live to comfort me in all this prief. 

But no Ames was ſaid : See, ſee it comes, 

Draw boyes, let trumpets ſound,and ſtrike up drums, 

See how his blood doth with the gravy ſwim, 

And every trencher has a limb of him. 

The Ven'ſons now in view,our hounds ſpend deeper, 


| ; ' Strange Deer,which in the Paſty hath a keeper 


Strier than in the Park, making his gueft 

(As he hath ſtoln't alive) to ſteal it drefſt : 

The ſcent was hot, and we purſuing faſter, | 

Than Owvids pack of dogs ere chac'd their Maſter. 

A double prey at once may ſeize upon, 

Aftzoy and his Caſe of Veniſon : 

Thus was he torn alive. To vex him worſe, 

Death ſerves him uv now as a ſecond courſe. 
Should, we, like Thracians, our dead bodies eat, 
He would have liv'd onely to fave his meat. 


ns, 
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A Young Man to an Old Woman 
Courting him, 


"— Beldam £ve; ſurceaſe thy fait 5 ' * ©... 
There's no tempration in ſuch fruit. ' 
No rotten Medlers, whilſt there be 

Whole Orchards in Virgipity. 

Thy ſock is too much oug;of date 

For tender plants t'inoculite, 7 

A match with thee thy bridegroom feares, 
Would be thought intereſt in his yeares: ' 
Which when compar'd to thine, become! ' 
Odd money to thy Grandam ſumme. 

Can Wedlock know (6 great a curſe -. 

As putting Husbands out'to Nurſe ?: 

How Pond and Rivers would miſtake, 

And cry new Almanacks for our fake? 
Time ſure hath wheel'd aboat this year, - 
December meeting faniveer. £107 
Th* &pyptian Serpent figures time, 

And ftript, returns unto his prime :; 

If my affetion thou would'ſt win, 

Firſt caſt thy Hieroglyphick skin. 

My modern lips know not (alack) 

The old Religion of thy ſmack ; 

I count that primitive imbrace, 

As out of faſhion as thy face. 


[And yet ſo long 'tis fince thy fall, 


Thy fornication's claſficalh 
| Cs; ; - 
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Our ſports will differ, thou may'ſt play 


Leers, and I Alphonſo way. 
I'me no tranſlator, have no yein 
To turn a woman young againe : 
Unleſſe you'! grant the Faylors due, 
To ſeethe fore-bodies be-new : 

T love to weare cloathesthat are fluſh, 
Net prefacing old rags with: pluſh : | 
Like Alder-men, or Monker-Sheriffs, 
With canvas backs, and yelver-ſleeves. 
And juſt fach diſcord there would be 
Berwixt the Skeleton and me. 

Go ſtudy ſalve:and treacle, ply 

Your tenants leg, or: his ſore eye ; 
Thus Matrons purchaſe credit, thank 
Six pennie-worth of Mountebank. 

Or chew thy cud on ſome delight 
Thou takeſt in thy Z:ghty E:ght. 

Or be but bed-rid once, ;4pd then 
Thou'lt dream thy youtbfull ſins agen, 
But if thou needs wilt be my Spouſe, 
Firſt hearken and attend my. vowes. 
When A:tna's fires ſhall undergo 

T he penance of the Alps inſnow : 
When Sol at one blaſt of hs horn 
Poſts from the Crab to Capricorn : 
When th' heavens ſuuffle all in ane, 
The Torrid with the frozen Zone ; 
When all theſe contraditions meet, 
T hen (Sybill) thou and 1 will greet. 
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For alt theſe fimiles do hold 
" my young heat and thy dull cold; 
Then if a Feaver be ſo good 
{ Pimp as to inflame thy bloud, 
Hymen ſhall twiſt thee and thy page, 
The diſtin& Tropick of mans age. 
Well (Madam Time) be ever bald, 
le not thy Perywig be call'd. | 
Fe never be 'ſtead of a lover, | 
JAn aged Chronicles new cover. 


To Mrs. X. T, who askt him why 
he was Dumb. © 


QTay: ſhould I anfwer (Lady) then * 
In vain would be your queſtion. "X 
Should I be dumb, why then again 
Your asking me would be in vain. 
.Pilence nor ſpeech (on neither hand) 
-FCan fatisfie this ſtrange demand. | 
et ſince your will throws me upon 
his wiſhed contradiQion, 
I'le tell you how I did become 
So ſtrangely (as you heare me) dumb. © 
Ask but the chap-falln Puritan, 
is zeal that tongue-ties that good man, 
For heat of conſcience all men hold, 
Þsth' onely way to catch _ cold : 
3 


f 
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How ſhould loves zealot then forbear 
To be your filenc'd Miniſter ? +. 

Nay, your Religion, which doth grant 
A worſhip due to you my Saint, | 
Yet counts it that devotion wrong 
That does it in the vulgar. tongue. 

My ruder words would give offence 
To ſuch an hallow'd excellence : 

As th'Engliſh Diale& would vary 

The goodnefle of an Ave Mary. 

How can I ſpeak, that twice am checkt 

By-this and-that religious Se 2 

Still dumb, and in your face ſpy 

Still cauſe, and ſtill Divinity ! 

As ſoon as bleſt with your dalute, 

My manners taught me to be mnte ; 
For, left they..cancel all the bliſle, 

You ſign'd with ſo Divine a kiſle, 

The lips you ſeal,muſt needs conſent 
Unto the tongues impriſonment. 
My tongue in hold, my voice doth riſe 
With a ſtrange E-/4 to my eyes : 
Where it gets hail, and in that ſenſe 
Begins a new-found Eloquence : 

_ Oh liften with attentive ſight 
Bo what my pratling eyes,indite : 

I (Lady) ſince 'tis in ypur choſe, 
To give, or.to ſuſpend my voice, 
With the ſame key ſet ope the door 
Wherewith you Jogkr it faſt before; 


_ 
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Kifſe once againe, and when you thus 
Have doubly been miraculous, 

My Muſe ſhall write with: Handmaids duty, 
The Golden Legend of your beauty. 


He, whom his dumbneſſe now confines, 
\ Bur meanes to ſpeak the reſt by ſignes, 


A Faire NYwmyn ſcorning a Black 
Boy Conriing her. 


Nymph. CTand off, and let me take the air, 
Why ſhould the ſmoke purſue the fair ? 
Boy. My face is ſmoak, thence may be pueſs't 
What flames within have ſcorch'd my breſt. 
Nymph. The flame of love I cannot view, 
For the darke Lanthorn of thy hue. 
-.j| Boy. And yet this Lanthorn keeps Loves taper, 
4 Surer than yours that's of white paper, 
What ever midnight hath been here, 
The Moon-ſhine of your light can clear. 
Nymph. My Moon of an Eclipſe is 'fraid, 
If thou ſhould interpoſe thy ſhade. 
Boy. Yet one thing (ſweet-heart) I will aske, 
Buy for me a new falſe Mask. 
Nymph. Yes: but my bargaine ſhall be this, 
I'ethrow my Mask off _ 1 kiſle, 
4 
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Boy. Our curl'd-imbraces ſhall delight, 
To checquer limbs with black and white. 

Nymph, Thy ink, my paper, make me gueſle, 

' Our Nuptiall bed will make. a preſſe; 

And in our ſports if any came, 

They'l read a wanton Epigram. 

Zoy. Why ſhould my black thy love impair ? 
 Letthedark ſhop commend thy ware : 

Or if thy love from black forbeares, 
 T'leftrive to waſh it off with teares. 
Nymphb.Spare fruitleffe teares,ſfince thou muſt needs 
* Still wear about thee mourning weeds: 

Teares can no more affeRion win, 

Than waſh the &thiopian skin. 


—_ 


—— 


A Dialogue berweentwoZzarors upon 
| the &c. inthe OATH. 


Sk Roger, from a zealous piece of Freeze, 
Rais'd to a Vicar of the Children threes ; 
Whoſe yearly Audit may, by ftrit accompt, 
To twenty Nobles, and his Vailes amount ; 
Fed on the common of the female charity, 
Untill the Scots can bring about their parity, 
So ſhorxen, that his ſoule like to himſelf, 
Walks butin 2zerpo ; this ſame Clergy Ef, 
Encovnt'ring with a brether of the Cloth, 
Fell preſently to Cydgels with the Oath ; 
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&c. (Goddbleſle us) which they confer, 
The brand upon the buttock of the Beaſt, 
The Dragons tail ti'd on a knot, a neaſt 
Of young eApoeryphaes, the faſhion 

Of a new mental Reſervation. 


Whule Roger thus divides the text, the other 
Winks and expounds, ſaying, My pious brother, 


5:37 
The Quarrell was a ſtrange miſ-ſhapen Monfter,, - 


Hearken with reverence ; for the point is nice, 


I never read on't, but I faſted twice, 
And ſo by revelation know it better 
Than all the learn'd Idolaters 'oth' Letter. 


With that he ſwell'd, and fell upon the Theam, 


Like great Go/;ah with his Weavers beam : 
I fay to thee, exc. thou liſt, 

Thou art the curled lock of Antichriſt : 
Rubbiſh of Babe#, for who will not ſay 
Tongues were confounded in, &c ? 


Who ſwears &c. ſwears more oathes at once 


Than Cerberus qut of his triple Sconce : 


Who views it well, with the ſame eye beholds 


The old half Serpent in his numerous foulds. 


Accurſt ec. thou, for now I ſcent 


What lately the prodigious Oyſters meant. 
Oh Boker, Booker, how cam'{ thou to lack 


This ſfigne in thy prophetick Almanack ? 
It's the dark Vault wherein th'infernal plot 
Of Powder *gainſt the State was firſt begot. 


Peruſe the Oath, and you ſhall ſoon delcry it y - 


By all the Father Garzers that ſtand by it ; 


aint 
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'Gainft whom the Church, whereof I am a Membe 


Shall keep another fifth day of Novembe?. 
Yet her's not all, I cannot halfuntruſſe 
&c. it's ſo abhominous.' 
The T r9jan Nag was not ſo fully lin'd, 
Unrip, &c. and you ſhall find 
Og the great Commiſſary, and which is worſe, 
Th'Apparatour upon his skew-bal'd horſe. 
Then { finally my Babe of Grace) forbear, 
&c. will be too far to ſwear ; 
For 'tis (to ſpeake in a familiar ſtile) 
A Tork:ſvire wea-bit, longer than a mile. 


Then Roger was inſpir'd, and by Gods-digpers, 
Hee'l ſweare at words in large, and not in figures. 


Now by this drink, which he takes off as loth 
To leave, &c. in his liquid Oath. 

His brother pledg'd him,and that bloudy wine, 
He ſwears ſhall ſeal the Synods Caralire. 

So they drunk on, not offering to part 

Till they had quite ſworn out th'eleventh quart : 
While all that ſaw and heard them, joyntly pray, 
They and their tribe were all, &c. 


OR —— 


SMECTIMNUUS; Or the 
' Crus-Divinass. 


MeAtnumnuu ! the Goblin makes me ſtart, 
I I'ch' Name of Rabbi Abrahams, what art ? 


Syriack ? 


r, 
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Syriack ? or Arabick ? or yelſp? what skilt ? 
Ap all che Bricklayers chat Babel built, _ 
Some Conjurer tranſlate, and let me know it : 
Till then-tis hit for a Weſt-ſaxon Poet. 

. | But doe the brother-hood then play their prizes, 
Like Mummers in Religion with diſguiſes? 
Out-brave us with a name in Rank and File, 

A name,which if *twere train'd,would ſpread a mile; 
The Saints monopoly, the zeaJous cluſter, 

Which like a Porcupine preſents a muſter, 

And ſhoots his quills at Biſhops and their ſees,” 

A Devour litter of young AMaccabees. 

Thes Jack: of all-trades hath devoutly ſhown 

The twelve Apoſtles on a cherry-ſtone. 

Thus faRtion's All-a-Mode in treaſons faſhion ; 
Now we have hereſie by Complication. 

Like to Don 2aixets Roſary of ſlaves 
Strung on a chain ; a Murmyal of knaves 
Packt in a trick, like Gypſies when they ride, 
Or hke Colleagues, which ſit all of a ſide : 

So the vaine fatyciſts ſtand all arow; 

As-hallow teeth upon a Lute-ſtring ſhow. 
Th'/:alian Monſter pregnant with his brother, 
Natures Dzere/s, half one another, * 
He, with his litcle ſides-man Lazer, 

Muſt both give way unto Smeftimnuns. 

Next Stwrbridge-Fair is Smecks ; for lo his ſide 
Into a five-fold Lazar's multipli'd. 

Under each arm there's tackt a double gyſſard, 

Five faces lurk under one ſingle vizard, 
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The whore of Bb:/on left theſe brats behind, 
Heirs of confuſion by Gavel-kind. | 

I think Pyrhagerac's ſoul is rambl'd hither, 

With all the change of Raiment on together : 
Smee is her generall Ward-robe, ſhee'l not dare 
To think of him as ef a thorough-fare; 

He ſtops the Goſliping Dame ; alone he is 

The purlew of a _MHerempſucheſss. 

Like a Scotch Marke,where the more modeſt ſenſe 
Checks the loud phraſe,and ſhrinks to 13. pence : 
Like to an 1gn# fatuus, whoſe flame, 
Though ſometimes tripartite, joynes in the ſame :, 
Like to nine Taylors, who if rightly ſpelf'd, 

Into one man are monoſyl|abelld, 
Short-handed zeal in one hath cramped many, 
Like to the Decalogue in a ſingle penny, 

See, ſee, how cloſe the curs hunt under ſheer, 
As if they ſpent in Quire,and ſcann'd their feer; 
One Cure andrfive Incumbents leap a truſs : 

The title ſure muſt be Logon 
The Sadaxces would raiſe a queſtion, 

Who muſt be Smcc at the ReſurreRion. 

Who coop'd therh up together were to blame, 
Had they but wire-drawn,and ſpun out their name, 
'Twould make another Prentices Petition 

Againſt the Biſhops and their ſuperſtition, 

Robſon and French (that count from five to five, 
As far as nature fingers did contrive, 

She ſaw they ———_ ſefſers, that's the cauſe 
She cleft their hoof into ſo many clawes. ) 
May 
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May tire their carret bunch, yet ne're agree 
To rate Smettimnans for Pole-moby. 
Caligula, whoſe pride was mankinds bail, 

As who diſdain'd to murther by retail ; 

Wiſhing the world had but one general neck, 

His glutton blade might have found game in Smee. 
No eccho can improve the Author more, 

Whoſe lungs pay uſe on uſe to half a ſcore. 

No Fellon is more letter'd, though the brand 
| Both ſuperſcribes his ſhoulder and his hand. 

Some Welch- man was his Godfather, for ke 
Weares in his name his Genealogy. ; 
The Banes are ask'd, would but the time give way, 
Betwixt Smettimnuns and Et cetera. 

The Gueſts invited by a friendly ſummons, 
Should be the Convocation and the Commons z 
The Prieſt to tye the Foxes tayles together, 
Me(ely, or Sanita Clara, chuſe you whether, 
See, what an off-ſpring every one expects 1 
What ſtrange pluralities of men and ſets? 

One ſayes hee'l get a Veſtery, another 
Ts for a Synod: Bet upon the mother: 
Faith cry St.George, ler them go to't and ftickle, 
Whether a Conclave or a Conventicle. 
Thus might religions catterwaul,and ſpight, 
Which uſes to divorce might once unite. 
But their croſle fortunes interdi&t rheir trade, 
The Groom is Rampant, but the Bride diſplai'd. 

My task is done, all my hee-Goats are milkt, 
So many cards i'th' ſtock, and yet be bilkt > 
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I could by fetters now untwift the rabble; 

Whip Smec from Conſtable to Confſiable. 

But there I leave you to another dreſling, 

Only knee] down, and take your fathers bleſſing. 
May the 2xeen- Mother juſtifie your feares, 
And ftretch her Patent to your leather ears. 


The mixt Aſſembly. 


| ares Synod ; ah Aſſembly brew'd . 

4 Of Clerks and Elders, 4a, like the rude 

Chavs of Presbyr'ry, where Lay-men-guide 

With the tame wool pack Clergy by their ſide. 
Who ask'd the Banes *ewixt theſe diſcolour'd mates ? 
A ſtrange Groteſco this, the Church and States 
Moſt divine tick-tack in a pie-bauld crew, 

To ſerve as table-men of divers hue. 

She thatronceiv'd an «Ethiopian heir 

By picture, when the parents both were fair, 

At ſight of you had borne a dappled ſon, 

You checquering her imagination. 

Had ?acobs flock but ſeen you fir, the dams 

| Had brought forth ſpeckled 8& ring-ftreaked lambs. 
Like att Impropriators Motley kind, 

Whoſe Scarlet Coat is with a Caſſock lin'd, 

Like the Lay-thief in a Canonick weed, 

Sure of his Clergy ere he did the deed. 

Like Royfon crowes, who are (as I may ſay) 


Friers of both the Orders, Black, and Grey. : 
0 
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So mixt they are, one knows not whether's thicker, 
A Layre of Bargeſſe, or a Layre of Vicar. 

Have they uſurp'd what Royall 74dah had? 
And now muſt Lev too part ſtakes with Gad ? 
The Scepter and the Croſier are the crutches, 
Which if not truſted in their pious clutches, 

Will fail the Criple ſtate. And wer'c not pity 
But both ſhould ſerve the yardwand of the City ? 
That 1/aac might ſtroak his beard, and ſit 

Judge of ei; a/s and Elegerir. 

Oh that they were in chalk and charcoal drawn ! 
The Miſcelany ſatyr, and the fawo, 

And all the Adulteries of twiſted nature, 

But faintly repreſent this ridling feature, 

Whoſe members being not tallies, they'l not own 
Their fellowes at their Reſurrection : 

Strange ſcarlet DoQors theſe, they'l paſſe in ſtory 
For ſinners half refin'd in Purgatory ; 

Or parboyt'd Lobſters, where there joyntly rules 
The fading ſaBles, and the coming gules : 

The flea that Falſtaff damn'd, thus lewdly ſhowes 
Tormented in the flames of Bardslphs Noſe, 

Like him that wore the Dialogue of Cloakes, 
This ſhoulder 7ohn-a-/tiles, that Jobn-a-Nokes. 
Like Jewes and Chriſtians in a ſhip together, 
With an old Neck-verſe to diſtinguiſh either, 
Like their intended Diſcipline to boot, 

Or whatſoe're hath neither head nor foot : 

Such may their ſtripe-ſtufi hangings ſeem to be, 
Sacriledge matcht with Codpiece-fymony : 
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Be ſick and dream a little, you may ther 
Phanſie theſe Linſie-Woalſie Veſtry men. 

Forbeare good Pembrock_, be not over-daring, 
Such company may chance to ſpoil thy ſwearing ; 
And theſe Drum-Major oaths of bulk unruly, 
May dwindle to a feeble By my truly. 

He that the Noble Pzercies bloud inherits, 
Will he ſtrike up a Hor- ar of the ſpirits ?. 
Hee'l fright che Obad;ah ont of tune, 

With his uncircumcifed Algernon : 

A name ſo ſtubborn, *tis not to be ſcan'd 
By him in Gath with the ſix finger'd hand. 

See, they obey the Magick of my words : 
Preſto, they'r gone, and now the Houſe of Lords 
Looks like the wither'd face of an old hagg, 

But with three teeth like to a triple gagg. 

A Jig, a Jig, and in this antick dance 
Fielding and doxy Marſhall firft advance, 

T wiſſe blows the Scotch pipes,and the loving brace 

Puts on the traces and treads cinque-a- pace. 

Then Say and Sea/ muſt his 01d hamſtrings ſupple, 

And he and rumpled Palmer makes a couple. 

Palmer's a fruitfull girle, if hee'l unfold her, 

The Midwife may finde worke about her ſhoulder: 

Kimbelton that rebellious Boanerges, 

Muft be content to ſaddle Doctor m—_ : 

- Burges get a clap *tis ne're the worſe, 

ut the fifth time of his Compurgators. 
Nol Bowls is coy, good ſadnefle cannot dance, 


But in obedience to the Ordinance, | 
Here 
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Here whartoy wheels about, till Mamping Lay, ; 
Like the full Moon, hath made his Lordſhip giddy. 
Py and the Members muſt their giblets levy, 

 T'incounter Madam Sec that ſingle Bevy. 

If they two truck together, 'twill not be 

A Child-birth, but a Gaol-delivery. 

Thus every Gibeline hath got his Guelph, 

But Seldex, hee's a-Galliard by himſelfe, 

And well may be, there's more Divines in him 
Than in all this their Jewiſh Sanbedrim: 

Whoſe Canons in the forge ſhall then bear date 
When Mules their Cofin Germans generate. 

Thus Moſes Law is violated now, | 
The Ox and Aſſe goe yoak'd in the ſame plough, .: 
Reſign thy Coach-box T wiſſe , Brook's Preacher, he 
Would ſort the beafts with more conformity, 
Water and earth make but one globe,a Round: head 
Is Clergy-lay, Party-per-pale compounded. 


The Kings Diſguiſe. 


AY why a Tenant to this vile diſguiſe, (eyes? 

£ XA Which who but ſees, blaſphemes thee with his 

My twins of light within their penthouſe ſhrink, 

And hold it their Allegiance now to wink, 

Oh for a ſtate-diſtintion ro arrajgn ©. _ . 

Charles of high Treaſon 'gainſt my Soveraign. 

, What an uſurper to his Prince is,wont, 

Cloyſter and ſhave him, he - "nn hath don't. 7 
| _ is 


4” POEMS. 


His muffled feature ſpeakes him a recluſe, 
His ruines prove him a religious houſe. 
The Sun hath mew'd his beams from off his lamp, 
And Majeſty defac'd the Royall ftamp. 
It's not endugh'thy Dignitie's in thrall, 
But thoul'c tranſmute it in thy ſhape and all ? 
As if thy blacks were of too taint a die, 
Without the tinRure of Tautology. 
Flay an Zgyptian for his Caſſock skin, 
Spun of his Countries darkneſſe, line't within 
With Presbyterian budge, that drowſie trance, 
The Synod fable, foggy ignorance : 
Nor bodily, nor ghoſtly Negro could 
Rough-caft-thy figure in a ſadder mould : 
This Privy-Chamber of thy ſhape would be 
But the cloſe mourner of thy Royalty : 
*Twil| breake the circle of thy Jaylors ſpell, 
A Pearl within a rugged Oyſters ſhell. 
Heaven, which the Minſter of thy perſon owns, 
- Will fine thee for Dilapidations : 
Like to the martyr'd Abbeys courſer doome, 
Devoutly alter'd to a Pidgeon room : 
Or like the Colledge by the changeling rabble, 
AMancheſters Elves transform'd into a ſtable. 
Or4f there be a prophanation higher, 
Such is the ſacrijedge of thine attire, 
By which th'art half depos'd, thou lookſt like one 
Whoſe looks are under ſequeſtration. | 
Whoſe Renegado form, at the firft glance, 
Shews like the-ſelf-denying Ordinance. 
= | Angel 
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Angel of light, and darkneſſe too,I doubt, 

Inſpir'd within, and yet poſlſeſs'd without; 

Majeſtick twi-light in the ſtate of grace, 

Yet with an excommunicated face. 

Charles and his Mask are of a different mint, 

A Palme of mercy ina miſcreant print. 

The Sun weares mid-night, day is beetle-brow'd, 

And lightning is in Kelder of a cloud : _ 

Oh the accurſt Stenography of fate ! 

The Princely Eagle ſhrunk into a Bat. 

What charm, what Magick vapour can. it be, 

That ſhrinkes his rayes to this Apoſtaſie? 

It is no ſubtile film of tiffany air, 

No cob-web vizard, ſuch as Ladies weare, 

When they are veil'd on purpoſe to be ſeen, . 

Doubling their luſtre by their vanquiſh'd skreen : 

Nor the falſe ſcabbard of a Princes tough 

Mettal, and three pil'd darkneſſe, like the ſlough 

Of an impriſon'd flame, *tis Fazx in grain, 

Dark Lanthorn to our high Meridian. | 

Hell belcht the damp, the #/arwick-caſtle-Vote 

Rang Britaines Curfen, ſo our light went out, 

Thy viſage is not legible, the letters, 

Like a.Lords name writ in phantaftick fetters : 

Cloaths where a Switzer might be buried quick, 

Sure they would fit the body Politique. - 

Falſe beard enough to fit a ſtages plot, - 

For that's the ambuſh of their wit, Gad wor: 

Nay all his properties ſo ſtrange appear, : 

Y'are not i*th* prefence, though the King be _ 
ER 
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A Libel is his drefſe, a garb uncouth, | 

Such as the Hae and Cry once purg'd at mouth, 

Scribling aſſaſlinate, thy lines attel 

An ear-mark due, Cub of the Blatant beaſt, 

Whoſe wrath before *cis ſyllabled for worſe, 

Ts blaſphemy unfledg'd, a callow curſe. 

The Laplanders, when they would fell a wind 

Wafting to hell, bag up thy phraſe, and bind 

It to the barque, which at the voyage end 

Shifts Poop, and breeds the Collick in the fiend, 

But le not dub thee with a glorious ſcar, 

Nor ſinke thy Skullar with a man of War. 

The black-mouth'd $59», and this ſlandering ſuit, | 

Both doe alike in picture execute. | 

Bur ſince we're all call'd Papiſts, why not date 

Devotion to the rags thus conſecrate? 

As temples uſe to have their Porches wrought 

With Sphynxes, creatures of an antick draught, 

And puzling Pourtraitures, to ſhew that there 
Riddles inhabited, the like is here. 

' But pardon Sir, fince I preſume to be , 

Clark of this Cloſet to your Majekty ; 

Me thinks in this your dark miſterious dreſs 

IJ ſee the Goſpel coucht in parables. 

At my next view my pur-blind fancy ripes, 

And ſhews Religion in it's dusky types. 

Such a Text Royal, ſo obſcure a ſhade, 

Was Salomon in proverbs all array'd. | 
Come all the brats of this expounding age, 

To whom the ſpirit is in pupillage ; | 
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You that damn more than ever Sampſon ſlevr, 
And with his engine the ſame jaw-bone too: 
How is't he ſcapes your Inquiſition free, 

Since bound up in the Bibles livery ? | 
ence Cabinet-intruders, Pick-locks hence, 
ou that dim Jewels with your Briſtol-ſence ; 

And Characeers, like Witches ſo torment, 

ill they confeſle a guilt, though innocent. 

(Keys for this Coffer you can never pet, 

# None but St: Peters ope's this Cabinet. 

his Cabinet, whoſe aſpe& would benighe 
ritick ſpeRators with redundant light. | 

CNA Prince moſt ſeen, is leaſt : What Scriptures call 

The Revelation, is moſt myſtical. 

Mount then thon Shadow royall,and with haſt. 

Advance thy morning ſtar, Char/'s overcaſt. 
ay thy ſtrange journey contradictions twiſt, 

And force faire weather from a Scottiſh miſt : ! 
eavens Confeſſor's are pos'd, thoſe ſtar-ey'd ſages 
0 interpret Eclipſe, thus riding ſtages, 
hus 1/-ae/-like, he travels with a cloud, 

oth as a condu@ to him and a ſhroud, 

ut oh ! he goes to Gibeon, and renewes 

\ league with mouldy bread,and clouted ſhooes. 


_— 


The Rebell SCOT. 


Ow ! Providence ! and yet a Scottiſh crew! 
. £ Then Madam nature wears black patches too? 
[0 WD What? 
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What ſhall our Nation be in bondage thus 

Unto a Land that truckles under us ? / 
King the bells backward, Lam all '9n fire, 

Not all the buckets ina Country Quire 
Shall quench my rage. A Poet ſhould be fear'd 
When angry, like a Comets flaming beard. 

And where's the Stoick ? can his \vrath appeaſe . 
To ſee his Countrey fick of Pim's diſeaſe 

By Scotch invaſion to be made a prey 

To ſuch Pig-wiggin Myrmidons as they ?' 

But that ther's charm in'verſe, I would not quote 

The name of Scot without an antidote ; 

_ Unkeſſe my head were red that I might brew 
Invention there that might be poyſon too. 

Were I a drowlie Judge, whoſe Sifoal note 
Diſcorgeth halters as a Juglers throat 
Doth ribbands : could I (in Sir Emp'rick tone) 
Speak Pills in phraſe, and -quack deſtruQion ; 
Or roar kke Marſtall, that Geneva Bull, 

Hell and damnation a Pulpit full : & 

Yet to expreſſe a Scor , to play that-prize, 

Not all thoſe mouth-Granadoes can ſuffice. 

Before a Scot can properly becurſt, | 

I muſt (like Hoc ) ſwallow daggers firſt. 

Come keen Jambicks with your badgers feet, 
And Badger-like, bite. till your feer do meet. 
Help ye tart Satyriſts to imp my rage, 

With all the Scorpions that ſhould whip this age. 
Scots are like Witches ;* do but whet your per, . 
Scratch ti! the bloud come,they'l not hart. you -” 
| | I 
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Now as the Martyrs were inforc'd to take 
The ſhapes of beaſts, like hypocrites at ſtake, 
Ile bait my Scer ſo, yet not cheat your eyes, 
A Scot within a beaſt is no diſguiſe. 

No more let /re/and brag, her harmleſſe Nation 
Foſters no Venom, ſince the Scors plantation; 
Nor can ours feign'd antiquity maintain 
Since they came in, England hath Wolves again. 
The Scot that kept the Tower, might have ſhown 
(Within the grate of his own breft alone) 
The Leopard and the Panther, and ingroſt 
What all thoſe wilde Collegiars had coſt : 
The honeſt high-ſhooes in their termly fees, 
Firſt to the ſalyage Lawyer, next to theſe. 
Nature her ſelfe doth Scotch-men beaſts confeſle, 
Making their Countrey ſuch a wilderneſſe: = 
A Land that brings in queſt:9n and ſuſpence 
Gods omni-preſence, but that Charles came thence, 
But that Aoxtroſe and (rawfords loyal band 
Atton'd their fins, and chriſt'ned halfe the Land ; 
Nor is it all the Nation hath theſe ſpots ; : 
There is a © hurch, as well as K3rk of Scots : 
As in a picture where the ſquinting paint 
Shews fiend on his ſide, and on that fide ſaint : 
He that ſaw Hell in's melancholy dream, 
And in the twi-light of his fancy's theam, 
Scar'd from his ſins repented in a fright, 
Had he view'd Scetlazd, had turn'd Profelite. 
ATLand, where one may prayWith curſt intent, 
s O may they never ſufter baniſhment / 
1 D 4 Had 
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HadC ain bin Scot,God would have chang'd his deom, | 


Not forc't him wander, but confin'd him home. 

Like Jews they ſpread, and as infetion fly, 

As if the Devill had Ubiquity. 

Hence tis they live at Rovers, and defic 

This or that place, rags of Geography. 

They're Citizens o'th' world ; they're all in all, 

Scetland's a Nation Epidemical. 

Ang yct they ramble not, to learn the mode 

How to be dreſ}, or how to liſp abroad ; 

To return knowing jn the Spaniſh ſhrug, 

Or which of the Dutch States a double Jug 

Reſembles mof, in belly, or in beard; 

(The Card by which the Marriners are ſteer'd.) 

No ; the Sccts-Erraxt fight, and fight to eat ; 

Their Erich temacks make their ſwords their meat; 

Nature with Sc:ts, as Tooth-drawers hath dealt, 

Whouſe to hang their teeth upon their belt. 

Yet wonder not at this their happy choiſe ;- 

The Serpent s faiall ſtil} ro Peracyſe 

Sure England hath the Hemeroids, and theſe 

On the North peſtyre of the patient ſeize 

I ike Leeches, thus they Phyſically thirft 

After our bloud bur in the cure ſhall burſt. 

Ler them not thinke to make rs run o'th ſcore, 

To purchaſe yillanage as once before, 

When an A paſs'd ro ſtroak them on the Head, 

Cail them good SubjeRs, buy them Gjnger-bread. 

Nor-Gold, nor AqF#of grace, 'tis Steel muſt tame 

The ſtubborn Sor ; a Prince that would reclaim 
| 7 i Rebel 
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{Rebels by yeilding, doth like him, (or worſe) 
' [Who fadled his own back, to ſhame his horſe. 

Was it for this you left your leaner ſoil, 
Thus tq lard 1/rael with --£g ypts ſpoil? 
They are the Goſpel Life-gnard, but for them 
The Garriſon of new Jeruſalem: 4 
What would the Brethren do? the cauſe | the cauſe! 
Sack poſſets and the fundamental Laws ! | 
Lord ! what a goodly thing is want of ſhirts ! 
How a awe y xa. and no meat, converts ! . 
They wanted food, and rayment ; ſo they took 
Religion for their Seamſtreſſe, and their Cook. 
Unmagsk them well ; their honours and eftate, 
As well as conſcience are ſophiſticate. 
Shrive but their titles, and their money poize, 
A Laird and twenty pounds pronounc'd with noiſe, 
When conſtru'd, but for a plain Yeoman go, _ 
And a good ſober two-pence, and well ſo. 
Hence rhen you proud Impoſters, get you gone, 
You Pidts in Gentry and deyotion ; 
You ſcandal to the ftock of Verſe, a race 
Able to bring the Gibber in diſgrace. 
Hyperbolus by ſuffering did traduce 
The Oſtraciſm, and ſham'd it out of uſe. 
The Indian, that heaven did foreſwear, 
Becauſe he heard the Spaniards w:re there, 
Had he but known what Scots in hell had been, 
He would Eraſmu-like have hung between : | 
My Muſe hath done. A Vaider for the nonce ; 
I wrong the Devil ſhould pick their bones. ow 
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That diſh is hisz for when the Scors deceaſe, 

Hell, like their Nation, feeds on Barnacles. 
A Scot, when from the Gallow-tree got looſe, 
Drops into Styx, and turns a Sojun-Gooſe. 


—_— 


The Scots Apoſtaſie. 


S't come to this? what ſhall the cheeks of Fame, 
Stretchtwith the breath of learned Lowadons name, 

Be flag'd againe ? and that-great piece of ſence, 
As rich in Loyalty, and Eloquence, 

Brought to the Teſt, be found a trick of State ? 
Like Chymiſts tin&ures, prov'd adulterate ? 
The devil ſure, ſuch language did atchieve, 

To cheat'our un-fore-warned Grandam Eve, 

As this mpoſture found our, to beſot 
Th'experienc'd Exg/i/h, to believe a Scot : 

Who reconcil'd the Coyenants doubtful ſence ? 
The Commons argument, or the Cities pence ? 
Or did you doubt perfiſtance in one good 

Would ſpoil the fabrick of your brotherhood, 
ProjeRed fixft.in ſach a forge of ſinne, 

Was fit for the grand divels hammering ? 

Or was't ambition that this damned fat 

Should tell the world you know the ſins you aQt ? 
The itifamy this ſuper-treaſon brings _ 

Blaſts more than murders of your ſxty Kings, 
A crime ſp black, as being advis'dly done, 
T boſe hold with this no competition, 

Kings 
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Kings onely ſuffer'd then, in this doth lie 

Th/Aﬀaſination of Monarchy. 

Beyond this ſin no one ſtep can be trod, 

If not Yattempt depoſing of your God. 

Oh were you ſo ingag'd, that we might ſee 

Heavens angry lightning 'bout your ears to flee, 

Till you were ſhrivel'd to duſt; and your cold Land 

Parcht to a drought beyond the Lybian ſand ! 

But 'tis reſery'd, till heaven plague you worſe, 

Be Objects of an Epidemick curſe. 

Firſt, may your brethren, to whoſe viler ends 

Your power hath bauded,ceaſe to count youfriends, 

And prompted by the dictate of their reaſon, 

Reproach theT7 aytors,though they hug theTreaſow. 

And may their jealpuſtes increaſe and breed, 

Till chey confine your ſteps beyond the Tweed : 

In forrain Nations may your loath'd name be 

A ſtizmarizing brand of infamy ; 

Till forc'd by general hate, you ceaſe to rome 

The world, and for a plague to live at home : 

Till you reſume your poverty, and be 

Reduc'd to beg where none can be ſo free 

To grant; and may your: ſcabby Land be all 

Tranſlated to-a general Hoſpital. 

Let not the Sun afford one gentle ray, 

To give you comfort of a ſummers day ; 

But, as a guerdon for your traiterous war, 

Live cherifld onely by the Northern ſtar, 

No ſtranger deign to viſit your rude coaft, 

And be.to all but baniſhr men, as loſt. Fr 
x F 
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And ſuch in heightning of the infliion due, 
Let provok'd Princes ſend them all to you. 
Your State a Chaos be, where not the Law, 
But power, your lives and liberties may aw. 
NoSubjet 'mongſt you keep a quiet breſt, 
But each man ſtrive through blood to be the beſt ; 
Till, for thoſe miſeries on us you'ye brought. 
By your own ſword our juſt revenge be wrought. 
To ſum up all————let your Religion be, 
! As your Aﬀegiaxce, mask'd hypocriſie : 
Until, when Charls ſhall be compos'd in duſt, 

{ Perfum'd with Epithetes of good and juſt ; 
HE fav'd, incenſed heaven may have forgot 
T'afford one a of mercy toa Scot, 

Unleſſe that Scor deny himſelfe, and do 

(Whar's eafier far) renounce his Nation too, 


R upertiſmus. 


O That I could but vote my ſelf a Poet ! 
Or had the Legiſlative knack to doe it ! 
Or like the DoRtors militant, could get 
Dub'd at adyenturers Verſer Banneret !. 

Or hadI (acwus trick, to make my rimes 
Their own Antipodes and track the times; 
Faces about, ſayes the Remonſtrant ſpirit, 
Allegiance is Malignant, Treaſon Merit ; 
Huntington colt, that pos'd the ſage Recorder 
Might be a ſturgeon now, and paſle by Order. 
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HadT but Elþ»gs gift(that ſplay-mouth'd brother) 

Thar declares one way, ahi yet means another ; 

Could I but write a-ſquint ; then (Sir) long ſinee 

You had been ſung, A great and glorious Prince. 

I had obferv'd the language of the dayes ; 

Blaſphem'd you, and then perewig'd the phraſe 

With humble ſervice, and ſuch other Fuſtian, 

Bells which ring backward in this great combuſtion. 

T had revil'd you, and without offence, 

The Litterall, and Equitable Sence in, 

Would make it good : when all fails that will do't : 

Sure that diſtinRion cleft the Devils foot. 

This were my Diale&, would your Highneſſe pleafe 

To read me but with Hebrew ſpeRacles; 

Interpret Counter, what is croſle rehears'd : 

Libels are commenditions when revers d. 

Juſt as an Optique plaſle contracts the ſigh 

Ar one end, but when turn'd doth multiply*c, 

But you're inchanted, Sir, your donbly free 

, From the great guns and ſquibbing Poetry : ; 

Who neither Z3/be, nor invention pierces, 

Proof even 'gainit th'artillery of Verſes. 

Strange ! that the Muſes cannot wound your Mail ; 

If not their art, yet let their ſex prevail. 

At that known Leaguer, where the bonny Beſſes 

Suppli'd the bow-ftrings with their twiſted treſles. 

Your ſpels could ne're have fenc'd you: ev'ry arrow 

Had lanc'd your noble breſt,and drunk the marrow: 

For beanty like white powder makes no noiſe; 

And yet the filent bypocrite deftroyes. ph 
en 
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Then nſe the Nuns of Helicox with pity, 

Left 37harton tell his Goſlips of the City, 

That you kill women too ; nay maids, and ſuch 
Their General wants Militia to touch. 
Impotent Eſſex is it not a ſhame, 

Our Common-wealth, like to a 7 #rki/p Dame, 
Should have an Euyxch Guardian ? may ſhe be 
Raviſh'd by Charles, rather than ſav'd by thee. 
But why, my Muſe, like a green-ſickneſſe Girl, 
Feed'ſt thou on coals and dirt? a gelding Earl 
Gives no more reliſh to thy female palar, 

Than to that Aﬀe did once the thiſtle fallat : 
Then quit the barren theme; and all at once 
Thou and thy ſiſters like bright Amazons, 

Give Rupert an alarum, Rupert ! one 

Whoſe name is wits Superfcetation. 
Makes fancy, like eternities round womb, 
Unite all val..ur, preſent, paſt, to come. 
He, who the old Philoſophy controuls, 
That voted down plurality of ſouls, 
He breaths a grand Committee, all that were 
The wonders of their age, conſellate here. 
And as the elder ſiſters growth and ſence 


(Souls paramount themſelves) in man commence 
But faculty of reaſons Queen, no more 
Are they to him, who were compleat before; 
Ingredients of his vertue thread the beads + : 

Of ſar: as, great Pompeys, and the Sweads : 
And 'tis a bracelet fit for R»perts hand, 
By which that vaſt triumvirat is ſpan'd. 


Here, 
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Here, here is quarry here you may read | 
How long the world ſhall live, & when't ſhall bleed. 
| Whatever man winds up, that Rwpert hath ; 
For nature raiz'd hin of the Pablike Faith, 
Panaora's brother, to make up whoſe ſtore, 
The Gods were fain to run upon the ſcore. 
Such was the Painters Brieve for Venus face z 
hem an eye for 7 ane, a lip from Gracg : 
Let 7/aac and his Cir'z flea of the place 
That tips their Antlets for the calf of Stace ; 
Let the zeal twanging noſe that wants a ridge, 
Snuffling devoutly, drop his ſilver bridge : 
es and the goſlip ſpoon angment the ſum, 
Alchough poor Galeb loſe his Chriſtendome : 
Rupert Out-weighs that in his ſterling ſelf, 
Which their ſelf-wants paies in commuting pelf. 
Pardon, preat Sir; for that ignoble crew 
Gains, when made bankrupt in the ſcales with you. 
is he whom in his CharaRer of light 
Sti'd it Gods ſhadow, made it far more bright 
yy an Eclipſe ſo glurious, light is dim, 
And a black nothing when compar'd to him : 
So "(is il[uſtrious to be Ryperts foile, 
e [Anda juſt trophee to be made his ſpoil : 
le pin my faith on the Dinrnals ſleeve 
ereafter, and the Gaxild- Hall Creed believe. 
ſhe Conqueſts which the Common-Councel hears 
ith their wide lift'ning mouth from the greatPeers 
Phat ran away in triumph : ſuch a foe 
an make them victors in their overthrow, 
re, | Where 
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Where providence*and valour meet in one, 
Courape ſo/poiz'd with circumſpeRion, 

That he revives the quarrel once again 

Ofche ſouls throne;whether in heart or brain : 
And leaves it a drawn match : whoſe fervor can 
Hatch him, whom Natute poach'd but half a man. 
His trutnper, like the Angels at the laft, 

Makes the ſoul riſe by a miraculous blaſt, 

'T was the mount Athos carv'd in ſhape of man 
(As*twas defin'd by th' Macedonian) 

Whoſe right hand ſhould a populous Land contain 
The left ſhould be a channet to the Main : 

His ſpirit might inform th'amphibious figure, 

Yet ftrait-lac'd ſweats for a Dominion bigger : 
The terror of whoſe name can our of ſeven 

(Like Falſtaffe's Buckram-men) make fly eleven. 
Thus ſome grow rich by breaking: Vipers thus 
By being flain, are made more numerous. 

No wonder they'l confeſfe no loſſe of men, 

For Rapert knocks'em, till they gig agen. 

They fear the giblets of his train, they fear 

Even his Dog, that four-teg'd Cavalicy : 

He that deyours the ſcraps which Lunsford makes; 
Whoſe piRure feeds upon a child in ſtakes: 

Who name but Charles, he comes aloft for him, 
But holds up his Malignant leg at Pym. 

*Gainſt whom they have ſeveral Articles in ſouſe: 
Firſt that he barks againſt the ſenſe o'th' Houſe. 
Reſolv'd Delinquent, to the Tower ſtraight, 
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Either to th' Lions, or the Biſhops Grate : 4 
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Next, for his ceremonious wag o'th'tail; ! 
But there the ſiſterhood will be his bail, . 
At leaſt the Counteſſe will, Luſft's Amfterdam, 
That lets in all religious of the game. _ 
Thirdly, he ſmels intelligence, that's better, _ 
And cheaper too, than Pym's from his own Letter : 
Who's doubly paid { fortune, or we the blinder ? ) 
For making plots; and then for Fox the finder, 
Laſtly; he is a Devil without doubt ; | 
For when ke would lye down, he wheels about ; 
Makes circles;and is couchant in a ring; $77 
And therefore ſcore up one for conjuring. (ter 
What canſt thou fay,thou wretch?O Quarter,quar- 
I'me bur an inſtrument; a meer S. Arthar, 
If T muſt hang, O let not our fates vary, 
Whoſe office tis alike, to fetch and carry. 
No hopes of a reprive, the mutinous ftir 
That ſtruns the Jeſuit, will diſpatch a cur. 
Were I a Devil, as the Rebel fears, | _ 
I ſee the houfe would try me by my Peers. * 
There 7owler there! ah Fowler ! *f 'tis nought, 
What are the accuſers cry, they're ata fault; 
And Glys, and Maynard have no more to fay, 
Than when the glorious Srrafford ſtood at Bay. 


' Thus Labels bur annext to h'm we ſee, 


Enjoy a copyhold of victory, 

S. Peters ſhadow heal'd'; Rupert is ſuch; 

*'Twould find'S. Peters work, yet wound as rhuch:; 

He gags their guns, defeats their dire intent, . 

The Canons do but liſp and complement, py 
E ' Sar 
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Sure eve deſcended in' a leaden ſhower 

To ger his Perſeus : hence the fatal power 

Of ſhotis ſtrangled : bullers thus alli'd, 

Fear to commit an a& of Parricide. 

Go on brave Prince, and make the world confeſle, 
Thou art the greater world and that the leſle, 
Scatter th'accumulative King, untruſſe 

That five-fold fiend, the States Smetymnnu ; 
Who place Religion in their Vellam-ears, 

Asin their PhylaQers the Jews did theirs. 
England'sa Paradiſe (and a modeſt word) + 
Since guarded by a Cherubs flaming ſword. © 
Your name can ſcare an Atheiſt to his prayers ; 
And curethe Chin-cough better than the Bears. 
Old Sybil charms the Tooth-ach with you : Narſe 
Makes you ſtill chjldren ; and the pond”rous curſe 
The clowns ſalute with, is deriv'd from you, 

{ Now Rupert rake thee, Rogue, how doſt thow dee ? ) 
In fine, the name of Kuper: thunders ſo, 
Kimbolton's but a rumbling Wheel-barrow. 


—_——_—__— 


Epitaph on the Earle of 


STRAFFORD. 


Ere lies wiſe and valiant duſt, 

; & Huddled up 'twixt fit and juſt : 

Strafferd; who was hurried hence 

'Twixt treafon-and convenience, a 
3 ki _ e 
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He ſpent his time here in a miſt, 

A Papift, yeta Calviniſt. 

His Prince's neareſt joy and Grief, 
He had, yet wanted. all relief - 

The Prop and Ruine of the State, | 
The peoples violent love and hate. 
One in extreams lov'd aud abkorr'd} 
Riddles lye here, and ina word, i 
Here lies bloud, and letit lie 

Speechleſle till, and never cry. 


—_—_ 
—— — 


Epitaphium Thomwe Comitis 
Streffordii, &c. 
Xurge Cinic, tuwng; ſolus, qui por 02, ſcribe Tpitaphiu : 
Nequit Wentworthi wen efſe facundas vel Cath. 
E fre Mermor : @ quem cepifti comprehendete, 
Mllc & Exprinere. 
Gandidine meravur wie quam guod rubrks 
Naatum eft literk Elogiume 
Atlas Regiminjs Monarebici bis jaces lafua : 
Secunda Orbis Bricannici intelligentia ; 
Rex Poltie, & Prorex Hiberniz, 
| $craftordii, @ YVirmuun Comes: 
Mens Jovis, Mercarii ingenium, & lingus Apollints g- 
Cui Anglia Hiberniam debais, ſeipſem Hibernia: 
Sydus Aquulonicum ; quo ſub rubicunds veſpere vecideuted 
Nox bnul diet viſs eft : demtrogue oiulo flevis, 
| L av6que latte eff Angliz. = 
Theatrum Honoris, itemque Scens calamitoſt Firtwis 
bus, morbo, morte, & invidia, =p 
Qua 1191s animoſa Regnis now vitig 14M00z 
Sed opproffit. - 
2 
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Sic inclinguit Heros (non minus) Gaput kd © 


Bellue (wi fic) multoruni Capitum : 
Merces furoris $cotict, prater preunias : 
Erubuit ut tct:git ſccuris, 
Similem quippe nurquans deguftauit ſanguinem 2 
Monfirum narro : fuit tam infenſus Legibus, 
#t prizs Legem quam 14ta fore, vio!levit 3 
Hunc 14men non ſunſtulis Lex, 
Verum nceefsitas, nou babens Legem. 
Abi Viator, catcra memorebunt pofteri, 


EE em ney 


On the Arch-Biſhop of 


CanTERBURY. 


Need no Muſe to give my paſſion vent, 
i He brews his tears that ſtudies to lamenr. 
Verſe chimically weeps, that pious rain 
Diſtill'd withart, is but the ſweat o'rh* brain. 
Who ever ſob'd in numbers? can a groan 
Be quaver'd out by fofc diviſion ? 
*Tis rrue, for common formall Elepies, 
Not Buſzels Wells can match a' Poets eyes : 
In wanton water-workes hee'l tune his tears 
From a Geneva Jig up to the ſphears. 
But when he mourns at diſtance,.weeps aloof, 
Now that the Conduit head is our own roof, 
Now thatthe fate is publick, we may call 
It Britaias Veſpers, Englands Funeral, 
Who hath a Penh] ro expreſle the Sainr, 
* £Euthe hath eyes too, waſhing off the paint? 


There 
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There is no learning but what tears ſurround, 

Like to Seths Pillars in the deluge drown'd. 

There is no Church, Religion is grown 

From much of late, that ſhe's increaft to none :* 

Like an Hydropick body full of Rhenmes, 

Firſt ſwels into a bubble, then conſumes. 

The Law is dead, or caſt into a trance, 

And by a Law-dough-bak'd, an Ordinance. 

The Litrgy whoſe doom was voted next, 

Dy'd as a Comment upon him the Text. 

There's nothing lives : life is, ſince he is gone, 

But a Nocturnal Lucubration. 

Thus you have ſeen deaths inventory read 

In the Sum total---- Canterburie's dead. 

A ſight would make a Pagan to baprtize 

Hiumnſelfe a Convert in his bleeding eyes. 

Would thaw the rabble, that fierce beaſt of ours, 

(That which Hyena-like weeps and devours ) 

Tears that low blackiſh from their ſouk within, 

Not to repent, bat pickle up their fin, 

Mean time no ſqualid grief his look defiles, 

He guilds his ſadder fate with noble ſmiles. 

Thus the worlds eye with reconciled ſtreams 

Shines in his ſhowers as if he wept his beames. 

How could ſucceſſe ſuch villanies applaud ? 

The State in Strafford fell,the Church in- Laad : 

The twins of publick rage adzuog'd to die, 

For treaſons they ſhould a& by Prophects. 

The Facts were done before the Laws were made, 

The trump turn'd up after the game was plaid. 
E 3 Be 
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Be dull great ſpirits and forbear to climb; 
For worth is ſiane, and eminence a crime. 


No Church-man.can be innocent and high, 
'Tis height makes Grantham ſteeple ſtand awry. 


On F, W. A.B. of York. 


my young Sophiſter, what thinkſt of this ? 


I 
Ciimoes reall; Ergo fallers. 


;The Lamb and Tyger, Fox and Gooſe agree, 


 Andhereconcory'rate in one Prodigie. 


Call an 


Harssþex quickly ; let him get 


Sulphur and Torches, and a Lawrell wet 
To purifie the place, for ſure the harms 


'T his Monſter will produce, -tranſcend his charms. 


Tis Natures Mafter-piece of error, this; 
And redeems whatever ſhe did amiſſe = 


Before, from wonder and reproach, this laſt 


Legitimateth all her by-blows paſt. 
 Loehere a generall Metropolitan, 
An arch-Prelatique Presbyterian, 


Behold 


his pious Garb, Canonick face, 


A zealous Epiſcopo- Meſtzx Grace ; 


A fair blew-Aprond Prieſt, a Lawn-ſleev'd brother, 


One Leg a Pulpet holds, a tub the other. 
Lets give him a fit name now, if we can, 
And make th'Apoſtate once more Chriſtian. 
Proteus we cannot call him ; he put on 


| Hischa 


nge of ſhapes by a ſucceſlion ; 


ts 
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Nor the 1el/;-weather-cock ; for that we find, ij 
At once doth onely wait upon the wind: 
Theſe ſpeake him not, but if you'l name him right, 
Call him Rel;pions Hermaphroaite. 
His head i'th ſanRified mould is caſt, 
Yet ſticks thabominable Miter faft; 
He ſtill retaines the Lora/ip and the Grace, 
And yer hath got a reverend Elders place. 
Such as muſt needs be his, who did deviſe 
By c.ying altars down to ſacrifice 
To private malice ; where you might haye ſeen 
His Conſcience belocended to his ſpleen. 
Unhappy Church ! the Viper that did ſhare 
Thy greateſt honours, helps to make thee bare, 
And void of all thy dignities and ſtore ; 
Alas ! thine owne ſon proves the forreſt-boar ; 
And like the Dam-deftroying Cuccow he, 
Whenthe thick ſhell of his Welſh pedigree, 
By the warm foſt'ring bounty did divide 
And open, ſtraight thence ſprung forth parricide : 
As if *twas juſt revenge ſhould be diſpatche 
In thee, by th'Monſter whieh thy ſelf hadſt hatche ; 
Deſpair not though, in zyales there may be got, 
As well as Lincol»ſtire an antidote, 
*Gainft the foul'ſt venome he can ſpit,though's head 
Were chang'd from ſubtle gray to poys'nous red. 
Heaven with propitious eyes will look upon 
Our party, now the curſed thing is gone ; - 
And chaſtiſe Rebels, who: nought elſe did miſſe 
To fill the meaſure of their ſins, but his; 

| | S4& |* Whoſe 
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| Whoſe foul imparallel'd apoſtaſie, 

Like to his ſacred araRer ſhall be 
Indelible, when ages,then of late 

More happy grown with moſt impartiall fate, 


A period to his dayes, andrime ſhall pive, 
He by ſuch Epitaphs as this ral] live. 


Here Yorks reat Metropolitan i laid, 
Who Gods \nointed, and his Church beraid. 


Mark Anthony. 


VWr: as the Nightingale chanted her Veſ- 


And the wild Forreſter couch'd on the ground, 
Ven invited me in the evenin whiſpers, 
Unto a fragrant field with Roſes crown'd: 
Where ſhe before had ſent 
My wiſhes complement, 
Unto my hearts content, 
Plaid with me on the Green, 
Never Marke Anthony 
Dallied more wantonly 
With the fair Zgyprtian fOucen. 


"x 
a + 
—_— 


Firft on her cherry cheeks I mine eyes my 
Thence fear of ſurfetting made me retire ;- 


Next 
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duller ſpirits made a(ive as fire; 
Then we began to datr.. 
Each at anothers hearr, 
Arrowes that knew no ſmart ; 
Sweet lips and ſmiles between. 
Never Mark, &c. 


anting a glaſſe to plate her amber treſles, 

hich like a bracelet rich decked mine arm, 

awdier than 7x0 weares when as ſhe graces 
ove with imbraces more ftately than warm. 

Then did ſhe peep in mine | | 

Eyes humour Chriſtaline ; 

I in her eyes was ſeen, 

As if we one had been, 

| Never Mark, 8c. 


Myſticall Grammar of amorous glances, 
Feeling of Pulſes the Phyſick of Love, 
Rhetoricall courtings, and Muſicall dances ; 
Numbring of kiſſes Arithmetick prove. 
Eyes like Aſtronomy, 
Streight limb'd'Geometry : 
In her hearts ingeny 
Our wits are ſharp and keen. 

Never Mark Anthony 
Dallied more wantonly 
Wih the fair Egvptian Queen. 


ext on her warmer lips, which when I taſted, 
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The Authors Mock- Song to 


Manx Anthony, 


Aj theN:ght-raven ſung Plato's Mattins. | 
\ And Cerberns cried three Amens at a houl, 
When night-wandringWitches put on their pattins, 
Mid-night as dark as their faces are foul : 


Then did the furies doom M: 
That. the Night-mare was come ; Fe 
Such a miſ-ſhapen Groom SC 
Puts down Sw. Pomfret clean. W 
Never did Incubus 
Touch ſuch a filthy Sus, 


As this foul Gypſie Quean. 


Firſt on her Goosberry cheeks I mine eyes blaſted, 
Thence feare of vomiting made me retire : 
Unto her blewer lips, which when I taſted, 
My ſpirits were duller than Dun in the mire. 
But then her breath cook place, 
Which went an Uſhers pace, 
And made way for her face; 


You may gueſle what I mean. [ 
Never did Izcubus 

Touch ſuch a filthy Sus, N 

As this foul Gypſie Quean. - 

Like ſnakes ingendring were platted her treſſes, 4 


Or like ſlimy ſtreaks 0fropy ale; 
Uglier 


an 


Uglier than Envy wears, when ſhe confeſſes 
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er head is periwig'd with adders tail. 
But as ſoon as ſhe ſpake, 
I heard a harſh Mandrake : 
Laugh not at my miſtake, 
Her head is Epiccene. 
Never did, &c. 


MyfRticall Magick of conjuring wrinckles, 
Feeling of pulſes, the Palmeſtry of Hags, 
Scolding out belches for Rhetorich, twincles 
With three teeth in her head like to three gags. 

Rainbows about her eyes, 

And her noſe weather-wiſe, 

From them th*Almanack lies, 

Froſt, Pond, and Rivers clean. 

| Never did, &c. 


I ee nd —— 


How the Commununcnwinca 
grows new. 


T is no ({"urraxto-news I nndertake, 

New teacher ofthe Town, I meane not to make 
No New-Englaud voyage my Muſe does intend, 
No new fleet, no bold fleet, nor bonny fleet ſend, 
Bnt if you'l be pleas'd to hear but this ditty 
T'le tell you ſome news as true and as witty ; 

And bow the Commencement grows new. 


See 
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See how the Symony Do@ors abound, 
All crowding to throw away fourty pound ; 
They'l now in their wives ſtammell petticotes vaper, 
Without any need of an argument draper, | 
Reholdins to none, he neither beſeeches, 
This friend for Ven'ſon, nor tother for ſpeeches. 
And ſo the Commencement grows new. 


Every twice a day teaching Gaffer 
Brings up his Eaſter book to chaffer, 
Nay ſome take degrees who never had ſteeple, 
Whoſe meanes like degrees comes from places of 
They come to the fair,and at the firſt. pluck, (people 
_ -The Toll-man Barnaby ſtrikes'um goc. luck. 

And ſo, &C. | 


The Countrey Parfonsthey doe not come up 

On Tueſday night in their old Colledge to ſup, 

Their bellies and rable-bookes equally full, 

The nextLecture dinner their notes forth ro pull ; 

How bravely the A1argaret Profeſlor diſputed, 

The Homilies urg'd, and the ſchool-men confured. 
And ſo, &c. 


The Inceptor brings not his father, the clown, 
T0 look with his mouth at his Grogoram gown, 
With bke admiration to eat roaſted beef, 
Whicn invention pos'd his beyond-Trent-belief : 
Who, ſhould he but hear our Organs once ſound, 
Could ſcarce keep his hoof from Sallengers round. 
Andſo, XC. 
The 


Ir, 


Like two Muſtachoes, ifluing from hismonth; 


The Gentleman comes not to ſhevy us his ſatin, (tio, 


To look with ſome judgement at him that ſpeaks laty 
To be angry with him that makes not his cloaths, 
To anſwer O Lord Sir,and talk play-book oaths, 
And at the next Bear-baiting full (of his ſack) 
To tell his Comrades our diſciplin's ſlack. 

And ſo the Commencement grows new. 


We have no Prevaricators wit, | 

Ay marry Sir, when have you had any yet? 

Beſides no ſerious Oxford men comes, 

To cry down the uſe of Jeſting and hums. 

Our ballad, believ't, is no ſtranger than true, 

Mum Salter is fober, aad Fack Martin too, 
And ſo the Commencement grows news 


The Hue and Cry after Sir 


Joun PRxESBYTER. 


' 


VV: th hair in Characters, and Lugsintext ; 
With a ſplay mouth and a noſe circumflext, 
With a ſet ruffe of Musket bore, that wears 

L:ke Cartrages, or linnen Bandileess, 

Exhauſted of their ſfulphurous contents : 

In Pulpit fire-workes, Which that Bomball vents ; 
The Negative and covenanting Oath; 


The 
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The buſh upon his chin (like a carv'd ſtory, 
In a box knot) cut by the Dire&ory ; | 
Madams Confeſſion hanging at his ear, (hv 
Wire-drawn through all the-queftions, How an 
Each circumſtance ſo in the hearing felt, 

That when his eares are cropt he'l count them pelt 


The weeping Caſſock ſcar'd into a Jump, 
A ſigne the Presbyter's worn to the ſtump : a 
The Presbyter, though charm'd againſt miſchanee |” 
With the Divixe right of an Ordinance. Th 
If you reeet any that doe thas attire'em, Th 
Stop them, they are the tribe of Adoniram. 4 
What zelous frenzie did the Serxate ſeize, Fa 
That tare the Rorchet to ſuch rags as theſe? Fs 
E Piſcopacy minc'd, reforming Tweed Z 
Hath ſent us R#nts, even of her Churches breed ; |” þ 
. Lay-interlining Clergy, a device | T6 
Thats nick-name to the tuff call'd Lops and Lice. To, 
The beaſt at wrong end branded, you may trace Pra 
The Devils foot-ſteps in his cloven face. The 
A face of ſeverall Pariſhes and ſorts, 4 
Like to'a Sergeant ſhay'd at Inn's of Court. His 
What mean the Elders elſe, thoſe Kirk Dragoons, | — 
Made up of Ears and Ruffs like Ducatoons ? 
That Hierarchy of Handicrafts begun? 


Thoſe new Exchange men of Religion ? | 
Sure they're the Antick hrads, which plac'd without F 
The Church, do gape and diſembogue a ſpout : 
Like them above the Commons hoxſe have been 

So long w:xhour, now both are gotten ip; 
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Then, what Imperious in the Biſhop ſounds, 

The ſame the Scotch Executor rebounds. 

4 This ſtating Prelacy, the clsſſick, rout, 

IThat ſpake it often, e're it ſpake it out ; 

| SobyaneAbbies Scheleton of late, 

4 Theardan Echo ſupererrogate 

T brough imperfetftion, and the woice reſtore, 

eAMh's if ſhe had the hiccop o're and o're. 

| Since they our mixt Dioceſans combine 

'BThus to ride denble in their Diſcipline, 

That Pauls ſhall to the Conſiſtory cal 

A Dean and Chapter out of Weavers-Hall : 

Each at the Ordinance for to aſſiſt 

With the five thumbs of hes great-changing ff. 
Down. Dagon Synod with thy metley ware, 

Whilſt we do ſwagger for the Common-Prayer, 

That Dove-like Embaſſie, that wings our ſence 

To heavens gate 11 ſhape of innocence. 

Pray for the Miter d eAuthors, and defic 

Theſe Demicaſters of Divinity. | 

For when S$ir John with Jack-of-all-trades joynes, 
Hu Finger” s thicker than the Prelats Loyns, 


The Antiplatonick. 


ut FX ſhame thou everlaſting Woer, 


Still ſaying grace, and never falling to her l 
Love thats's in contemplation plac'r, 


i Venus drawn but to the waſt. 


Unleſſe 
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Unleſſe your flame confeſle it's gender, 
And your Parley cauſe ſurrender, 


Yeare Salamanders of a cold deſire, 
That live untoucht amid the hotreft fire. 


What though ſhe be a Dame of ſtone 

The Widdow of Pi2malion ; 

As hard and an-relenting ſhe, 

As the new-craſted Nzebe ; 

Or what doth more of Katue carry, 

A Nuune of the Platonick Quarry ? 

Love melts the rigour which the rocks have bred, 
A flint will break upon a Feather-bed. 


For ſhame you pretty Female Elves, 
Ceaſe for to candy up your ſelves : 

No more, you ſetaries of the Game, 
No more of your calcining flame. 
Women commence by Capias Dart, 
As a King hunting dubs a Hart, 

Loves votaries inthrall each others ſoul, 
Till both of then live but upon Paroll. 


Vertues no twvre in W::man-kind 
But the green ſickneſſe of the mind. 
Philoſophy, their new delight, 

A kind of Char-coal appetite. 
There's no Sophiſtry prevails, 

" Where all-convincing love affails; 
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But the diſputing petticoat will warp, 
As skilfull gamſters are to ſeck at ſharp. 


The ſouldier that man ofiron, 

Whomribs of Horor all inviron; 

That's ftrung with Wire, inſtead of Veins, 

In whoſe embraces you't in chaines, 

Let a Magnetick pirl appear, 

| Straight he turns Cpids-Cuiraſeer. __— 
Love ſtorms his lips, and takes the Fortreſle in; 
For all the briſled Turn-pikes of his chin. 


Since Loves Artillary then checks 

The breaſt workes of the firmeſt ſex, 
Come lets in affeRions riot, 

J Ttrare fickly pleaſures keep a Diet : 

Give mea lover bold and free, 

Not Eunuchr with fotmatity : 

Like an Embaſlador that beds a Queen 
With the nice Caution of a ſword between. 


73 POEMS; * 


An Elegie upon Dr. Chaderton, the firſt Ma- 


ſter of Emanxel Colledge in (ambriadge, 
being above a aundred years old when be died. 


Occafioned by hu long deferred FUNERALL. 


rdon (dear Saint) that we ſo late, 

With lazy ſighs bemoan thy fate 
And with as after-ſhower of verſe, 
And teares, we thus bedew thy herſe ; 
Till now (alas) we did not weep, 
Becauſe we thought thou didi(t but ſleep : 
Thou liv'dfſt ſo long, we did not know 
Whether thou couldſt now die or no : 
We look'd ftill, when thou ſhouldſt ariſe 
And o'pe the caſements of thine eyes : 
Thy feet, which have been us'd ſo long 
To walk, we thonght muſt ſtill go on ; 
Thine eares after an bundred year, 
Might now plead cuſtome for to hear : 

Upon thy head that reverend ſnow 
Did dwell ſome fifty years ago, 

And then thy cheeks did ſeem to have 
The ſad reſemblance of a grave. 

Wert thou e're young ! for truth I hold, 
And do believe thou wert born old, 
There's none alive I'm ſure can ſay 
They knew thee young, but alwayes pray : 
And doſt thou now, venerable Oak, 
Decline at deaths unhappy ſtroak ? 
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Tel! me (dear ſon) why didſt thou die, 
And l:cav's to write an Elegy ? 
We're young (alas) and know thee not, 
Send up old Abram and grave Lot, 
Let them write thine Epitaph, and tell 
The world thy worth, they kend thee well : 
When they were boyes they heard thee preach, 
And thought an Angel did them teach. 
Awake them then, and let them come, 
And ſcore thy vertues 6n thy tomb, 
That we at thoſe may wonder more, 
Than at thy many yeares before. 


[MARIES SPIKE-NARD: 
peer I preſume 
Without Perfume 
My Chrift to meet 
That is a# ſweet ? 
No, I'le make moſt pleaſant pofics, 
Catch the breath of new blown Roſes ; 
Top the pretty merry flowers, 
Which /avgh in the faireſt Bowers, 
Whoſe ſweetneſſe Heaven likes ſo well, 
It foops each morn to take a ſmell, 
Then Te fetch from the Phenix neſt 
The riche# Spices, and - he beſt, 
2 


Precious 
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Pretions Ointments [ will make; 
Holy Myrrh and Alves take 

Yea, coſtly Spikenard, in whoſe ſmell 
The ſweetneſſe of all Odonrs dwell, 

Ile get a box to keep it in, 

Pure as his alabaſter skin, 

And then to him Ile ni»m»bly fly 

Before one ſickly winme die : 

This box I'le break, and on h# head 
This precious Ointment will I fpread, 
Till ev'ry lock, and cv'ry haire 


' For ſweetnefle with his breath compare: 


But ſure the odour of his skin 
Smells ſweeter than the ſpice I bring, 
Then with bended knee I'le greet 
His holy and beloved feet ; 
Fle waſh them with a weeping eye, 
And chen my lips ſhall kifſe them dry ; 
Or fora rowell he ſhall have 
My hair, ſuch flax as nature gave. 
But if my wanton locks be bold, 
And on thy ſacred feet take hold, 
And curle themſelves about, as though 
They were loath tor to ler thee go, 
O chide them nor, and bid away, * 


For then for grief they will grow gray. 
CHR 


&D TT om T1 


—_ 
—— 
hs, 4 


- $- ©. 


POEMS. '$r 


CHRO N OSTICON 


Decollationis Canor1 Regis rricefi- 
mo die Jarwarii,ſecunda hora Pomeridiana, 
Anno Dom. MD CXLVIII. 


Ter Dend Tani Labens ReX Sole CaDente 
Car-LVs <XViVs SoLlo SCeprriqVe SeCV =. 


_— 
— 


HARLES——ah forbeare, forbear ! leſt * 
Mortals prize 
His Name too dearlv; and Idolatrize. 
His Name ! Our Loſſe ! Thrice curſed and forlorn 
Be that Biack Night, which uſher'd in this Morn. 


CHARLES our Dread Soveraign ! hold! 
leſt Gut-lawd Senſe 

Bribe, and ſeduce came Reaſon to diſpenſe 

With thoſe Celeſtial powers ; and diſtruſt 

Heav'n can behold ſuch Treaſon, and prove Juſt. 


CHARLES our Dread Soveraign's murther'd ! 
tremble ! and 

View what Convulſions Shoulder-ſhake this Land, 

Court, City, Country, nay, three Kingdomes run 

To their laſt ſtage, and Set with himtheir Sun. 


CHARLES our Dread Soveraign's murther'd at 
His Gate! 
Fell Feinds ! dire Hydra's of a ſtiff-neck't-State ! 
| F 3  S$trange 
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Strange Body-Politick ! whoſe Members ſpread, 
And, Monſter-like, ſwell bigger than their HEAD 


CHARLES of Great Britain'! He! who was 
the known 

King of three Realms, lie's murther'd in his Own, 

He! He ! who liv'd, and Faith's Defender ftood, 

Dy'd here to re-Baptize it in His Bloud. 


No more, no more. Fame's Trump ſhall Echo all 

The reſ in dreadful Thunder. Such a Fall 

Great Chriſtendome.ne're pattern'd ; and 'twas 
ſtrange 

Earth's Center reel'd not at this diſmal Change. 


The blow ſtruck Brittain blind, each well-ſet Limb 
By diſlocation was lopt off in HIM. 

And though ſhe yet live's, She live's but to condole 
Three Bleeding Bodies left without a Soul. 


REL1G10N put's on Black, ſadLoyYarry 
Bluſhes and mourns to ſee bright Majeſty 
'Butcher'd by ſuch Aſſaſſinates ; nay both 
'Gainſt GoDp, *gainſt Lavyv, ALLsGlaNcs, 
and their Oar x. 


Farewell ſad ]ſle! Farewel ! | thy fatal Glory 
Is Summ'd, Caſt up, and Cancell'd in this Story. 


AN 
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ANELEGIE 


Upon King Cuannes the Firſt, murthe- 
red publickly by His Subjefts. 


VV not my Faith boy'd up by ſacred blood, - 
It might be drows'd in this prodigious flood; 
Which reaſons higheſt ground doth ſo exceed, . 

It leaves my /ox/ no Anch'rage, but my Creed; 
Where my Faith reſting on th*Originall, 

Supports it ſelf in this the o_ fall ; 

So while my Faith floats on that Blowdy wood, 

My reaſon's caſt away in this Red floud, 

Which ne're o'reflows us all : Thoſe ſhowers paſt 
Made but Land-flouds, which did ſome vallies waſt ; 
This ſtroke hath cut the only neck of land, 
Which between us, and this Red Sea did ftand, 
That covers now our world, which curſed lies 

At once with two of Egypts prodigies ; 

Orre-caſt with darkneſle, and with bloud o're-run, 
And juſtly, ſince our hearts have theirs out-done ; 
THh' inchanter led them to a leſſe known ill, 

To a& his ſin, then *cwas their Kizp ro kill - 
Which crime hath widdowed our whole Nation, 
Voided all Forms, left but Privation 

In Charch and State; inverting ev'ry right ; 
Brought in Hells State of fire without light : 

No wonder then, if all good eyes look red, 
Waſhing their Loyal hearts from bloud ſo ſhed; 
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The:which deſerves, each pore ſhould turn an eye, | 
To weep out, even a bloudy Agony. 

Let nought then paſſe for ſich, but fad cries ; 
For Beauty bloudleſs cheeks, and bloud-ſhot eyes. 
All colours ſoil but black, all odours have | 
WI ſcent, but Afrrh, incens'd upon this Grave : 

It notes a Few, not to believe us much 

The cleaner made by a religious tonch 

Of their Nead Zedy, whom to judge to die, 
Seems the Judaical impiety. 

To kill the Xing, the Spirit Legion paints 

His rage with Law, the Temple and the Saints ; 
Zut the truth is, He fear'd, and did repine, 

To be caſt out, and back into the Swine : 

And the caſe holds, in that the Spirit bends 

His malice jn this AR, againſt his ends : 

For it 1s like, the ſooner hee'l be ſent 

Out of that body, He would ſtill torment : 

Let { hriſtians then uſe otherwiſe this blood, 
Deteſt the AR, yer turn it to their good; 
Thinking how like a Krng of death He dies; 

\ye -x iy may the world and death deſpiſe: 

Neath had no ſting for him, and its ſharp arm, 
Onely of all the troop, meant him no harm. 

' And fo he look'd upon the Axe, as one 

\\capon yer left, to guard Him to his Throne 

In his His great Name, then may His Subjects cry, 
Death thow art fwallowed up in Viftory ; 
IFt-is ous loſfe a comfort can admit, 
{115 that his aarrowed. Crown is grown untic 
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FFor bis enlarged Head, fince his diftreſſe 

Had greatned this, as it made that the leſle ; 

His {.rown was faln unto too low a thing 

For him, who was become ſo great a King : 

So the ſame hands enthron'd him in that Crows 
They had exalted from him, not pull'd down : 
And thus Gods truth by them hath rendred more, 
Than ere mens falſhood promis'd to reſtore ; 
Which, ſince by death, alone he could attain, 

Was yet exempt from weakneſle, and from pain ; 
Death was enjoyn'd by God, to toueh a part, 
Might make his paſſage quick, ne're move his heart, 
Which ev'n expiring, was ſo far from death, 

It ſeem'd but to command away his breath. 

And thus his Sox, of this her triumph proud, 
Broke, like a flaſh of lightning, through the cloud 
Of fleſh and bloud ; and from the higheſt line 

Of humane vertue, paſs'd to be divine : 

Nor is't much lefle his vertues to relate, 

Than the high glories of his preſent ſtate; 

Since both then paſſe all Acts but of belief, 

Silence may praiſe the one, the other gpriefe. 

And (ince, upon the Diamond, no lefſe 

Than Diamonds, will ſerve us to impreſſe, 

Fle onely wiſh that for his Elegie, 

This our fo/as, had a Feremie. 
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The meekeſt of Martyrs, 
CHARLES #hel. &c. 


| Þ 356 not the Sun call in his light > and day 
&A # Like a thin exhalation melt away ? 

Both wrapping up their Beams in Clouds to be 
Themſelves cloſe mourners at the Obſequie 

Of this great Monarch 2 does his Royal Bloud , 
Which th' Earth late drunk in fo profuſe a Floud, 
Not ſhoot through her affrighred womb, and make 
All her convulſed Arteries to ſhake 

So long, till all thoſe hinges thac ſuſtain, 

Like Nerves, the frame of nature ſhrink again 
Into a ſhuffled Chaos? Does the Sun 

Not fuck it from its liquid Manſion, 

And Still it into vap'rous Clouds, which may 
Themſelves in bearded Meteors diſplay, 

Whoſe ſhaggy and diſheveld Beams may be 

The tapers at this black ſolemnitie ? 

You Seed of Marble in the Womb accurſt, 
Rock'd by ſome ſtorm,or by ſome Tigreſſe nurſt ; 
Fed by ſome Plague, which in blind Miſts was hurld 
To ftrew infe&tion on the tainted World. 

: What fury charm'd your hands to Ac a deed, 
Tyrants to thinke on would not weep, but bleed 2 
And Rocks by inftin& ſo reſent this Fac, 

They'ld into Springs of eaſie tears be ſlack'd. 

Say 
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{Say ſons of Tumulr, ſince you thought it good, 
Still to keep up the Trade, and bath in Bloyd 
Your guilty hands, why did you-then not State 
Your Slaughters at ſome cheap and common rate ? 
Your gluttonous and laviſh Blades might have 
Devoted Myriads to one publick Grave; 

And lop'd off Thouſands of ſome baſe allay, 
Whilſt the ſame Sexton that enter'd their clay, 
In the ſame Urne their names too might entomb, 
But when on him you fixt your fatal Doom, , 
You gave a blow to Nature, ſince even all 

The ftock of man now bleeds too in his fall. 
Could not Religion with you oft have made 

A ſpecious gloſſe your black deſignes to ſhade, 
Teach you, that we cone neereſt Heaven when we 
Are ſuppled into acts of Clemencie ? 

And copie out the Deity agen, 

When we diſtil our mercies upon men ? 

But why doe I deplore this ruine > He 

Onely ſhook off his frail Humanitie, 

And with ſuch calmneſle fell, he ſeem'd to be, 
Even leſſe unmoy'd and unconcern'd than we. 
And forc'd us from our Throes of Grief to ſay, 
We onely died, He onely liv'd that Day : 

So that his Tomb is now his Throne become 
T'inveſt him with the Crown of Martyrdome : 
And death the ſhade of nature did not ſhroud 
His Soul in Miſts, but its clear Beams uncloud, 
That who a Star in our Meridian ſhone | 

In Heaven might ſhine a Conſtellation. 


Upon 
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Upon the Death of CHARLES theFirſt, 


Wy mm ! Good! and Jut ! could I but rate 
My griefs, and thy too rigid fate, 

I'd weep the world to ſach a ſtrain, 

As it ſhould Deluge once again. | 

Bur ſince thy loud-tongu'd blood demands ſupplies, 
More from Briarexs hands, than Argus eyes, 

I'le Gng thy Obſequies, with Trumpet ſounds. 

And write thy Epitaph with Bloud and Words. 


AO NTROSE. 


Written with the point of his Sword, 


The CharaRer of a London- Diurnall, 


A Din nall is a punie Chrenicle, ſcarce pio-feather'd with the 
A wings of zimc. It is an Hiſtory in ſippers, the Englilh 11iads 
jn anut-fhcl ; the Apocriphal Parliaments book of Maccabces in 
fingle ſheets ; It would cre a Weld Pedigree, to reckon up how 
many «ps *tis removed fr- m an Annall : For itis of that Extra#; 
only ot the younger houſe,like a Shrimp ro a Lobſter, The original 
femer in this kind was Dutch, Ga!obelgicus the Protoplaſt ; and 
the modern Mercuries but Hs en Keclders, T he Counteſs of Zca- 

- Land was brought to bed of an Almanack, ag many children as 
dayes in the year Ir may be the Legrſlarrre Lady is of that line- 
agez{oſhe {pawns the Diurnals, & they atWeftminfler rake themin 
by the pames of Scoticzu, Civime,Britanmicus.'In the Frontiipicce 
of the old Brllam Drurnal, like the Centents of the Chepter, fit- 
reih the Houſe of Commons, JudgFng the twelve tribes of Tfrael, 
You miv Call them the Kivgdones xAnato iy, befo.e the Weekly 
&egeniar ; Fo; ſuch is a D:nururll, rhe diy of the moneth, = 

what 


| of 4 London-ainruall, | 89 
whar weather in the Common, weelth. It is taken for the pulſe of = 
the Body politick,and the Emporick Divines of the Aſſembly, thoſe 
fpirnua#Drogooners,thomb it accordingly. Indeed ir is a pretty 
$ynopfi+3 aDd thoſe grave Rabbies, (though in point of Divinity) 
trade in no larger Authors. The Country Carrier, when be buysit 
for the Yicar,miſcals ic the#rinal:yer properly enoughb,for it caſts 
| the water of the State, ever ſince it ſtaled blood, It differs from 
in Aulicus,as the IDevil and bis Exorcift;or as a black Witch doth 
from a white one, whole office is to unravel her inchantmenti, 
| Jr begins uſually with an Ordivance, which is a Lew ftill-born, 
dropt before quickned by the Royall afſent:* Tis one of the Parli- 
aments by-blows (As being legitimace) and hath no more Syre 
than a Spaniſh Ginnet, that is begotten by the winde., 

T bus their Militia (like ics patron Mars) is the iflue only of 
the Mother, without th: concourſe of Royal Fupiter, Yet Law it is 
if they vote it, though in defiance of theit Fundamentals ; like the 
old Sex10n, who ſwore his Clor{; wenttrue, whatever the Sui lay 
to the contrary, 

T he nex: Ivgredients of a Diurnal is plots, borrible plots, which 
wich wonderfull ſagacity it bunts dt y-foor, while they ace yer in 
their cauſes, before Mareriz prima can put on ber ſ\mock. How 
many ſuch firs of the Mother have troubled the Kingdomes, and 
(for all Sir Walter Earle look like a Man- Midwife) not yer 
delivered of ſo much as a cuſhion, Rurt &fors muſt have their 
Properties ; and finc: the Stages were varcd down, the only Plays 
bou'e is ar WeſtminBter, 

Suitable to their plots are their Informer s,Skippers, and Taylors, 
Spaniels both for the land and water God conſeionable Intelligence! 
For however Pim*s bill may irflzme the reckoning, the boneff 
vermin have not ſo much for lying as the publick Faith, 

T hus a qcalexs Br ber in Mere-ficlds, while be was contriving 
ſome <Quirpo-cut of Church-Government, by the help of his out- 
dying car e:, and the Otacborfticon of the Spirit, diſcovered ſuch a 
plor, that Selden intends tro combate Antiquity, and maintain it 
was' a Taylors Gooſe that preſet ved the Capitol. 

Iwonder my Lord of Cauterbmry is not once more all.ta-be. 
traytor'd for _— with the Lyons, to ſettle the Commiſſion of 
Array in the Tower. It would doe well to cramp the Articles Dor« 
mant, belides the opportunity of reforming thoſeBeaffs of thePre« 
2 | r0z11ive, 
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rogetive, and chanoing their profaner names of Harry and Charly 
into Nebemidh 2nd Eleazer, 

Suppoſe a Corn-curter, being to give lictle Tſaac aceſf of bit of 
ould fall roparing his Brows, miſtaking the one end for 

che other, becauſe he branches at both. This wonld be a plor,and 

the nex: Dizynalt would furniſh you with this ſcale of Potes. 

Reſolved upon the Queſtion, that this a& of the Corn-cutter wat 

an abſolute invaſion of the (:tics Charter, in the repreſentative 

fore-bead of 7ſaac, 

Reſolved, chat the evill CeunceRours about the Gorll- cutter are po- 
pifhly affe&ed, and enemies to the S1ate, 

Reſolved, that there be apublick Thanksgiving for the great deli- 
verance of I/azcs Brow-entlcrs ©: anda ſolemn Covenant drawn up, 
to defe the Corn-currcer and all his workes, 

Thus the Ju 'x0ts of chis age, fight with the Windmils of their 
owne heads, qucil Monffers of their own creation,make plots and 
then diſcover them 2 as who ficter to unkennell the Fox, than, 
the Terrier that isa part of him ? 

In the third place march their eAdventurers : the Round. beads 

« Legend, the Rrbells Romance, ſtories of a larger Gze than the ears 
of their Se#, ab'e to ftcangle the belief of a Soli-fidlan. 

T'le preſent them in their order; and fi: ft as a Whiffler,beforg 
the ſhow, entcr $t4>ford, one that trod che Rage with the ficlty 
traverſt his ground,made a !cg.and Exit, The Gountry people rook 
bim for one thut by Order of che Houſes, was to dance a-Morrice 
through th- V2 of England, Well,heis a nimble Gentleman, ſet 
him upon Barks his horſe in a ſaddle rampant, and ir is a great 
queſtion, which part of the Centaur ſhewes bercer tricks. 

T here was a vote paſſing to tranſlate bim, with all his equi« 
age, into Monumental Ginger- bread; butit was croſſed by che 
emale Commitcee, 'all:dging, that the Valour of bis Image 
wou's bite their children by their Tongues. 

T h's Cubir and half of Commander, by the belp of a Diurnal, 
routed his enemies fifty miles off : Ir is ſtrange you will ſay,and 
ic is generally belicved,be would as ſoon do it at that diftance as 
nearer hand. Sure ir was his Sword, for which the weapon-ſalve 
was invented, that ſo wounding and healing, like loving Corre- 
lates, might both worke at the ſame removes. 


' - | BuzibeSquibisruntothe end of the Rope, Room for the 
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Prodigy of Valour, Madam 1Atropos in breeches, Wallers Knight 
errantty : and becauſe every Mountebank muft have his Z any, 
throw bimHaxlerig to ſer off the ſKtory,theſe two like Bell and the 
Dregon, are alwaies worſhiped in the ſame Chapter, chey bun 
in their couples, what one doth at the head, the other (cores up 
a: the heel. 

Thus they kill a man over and over, as Hopkins and Sternþild4 
murder the Pſalms,with another to the ſame, one chimes all in, 


*} and then the other Rtrikes up as the Saints-bell, 


I _— for how many lives my Lord Hepton took the Leaſe 
of bis body. 

Fiſt Stamford ſlew bim: then Waller out-killed that half a bar, 
and yer ir is thought the ſallen Corps would ſcarce bleed, were 
both cheſe Manſlayers never ſo near it. 

The fame goes of a Dutch- Headſman, that be would doe his 
office wich ſo much eaſe and dex:erity, that the head after cxecu- 


| rion ſhould Rtand upon the ſhoulders 3 pray God Sir William be 
'F not Probationer for the place. For as if be had the like knack 


too, moſt of rhoſe , whom the Diurnall bath ſJain for bim, ro us 
poor Morrtals ſeem untoucht, 

Thus the Artificers of Death can kill the man,wichout woun- 
ding the body, like Lightning that melts the ſword, and never 
ſinges the Ecabbard. 

This is the William, whoſe Lady is the Conguerour: This is the 
(nies Chan;pion, and the Diurnalls Delight, he, that Cuckolds 
the G:nerall in his Commiſſion : for he Rtalkes with Effex,and 
ſhoots under his belly, bectuſe bis Oxcellency himſelf is not 
charged there. Yer in all this triumph there is a Whip and aBell: 
tranſlate but the Scene ro Round: way Down, "There Haxlerig's 
Lobfters were turned into Crabs and crawled backwards: there 
poor Sir William ran to his Lady for a uſe of conſolation. 

Buc che Diurnall is weary of the arm of fleſh, and now begins 
an Hoſarng ro cromwel, one that hath bear up bis Drums clean 
through the Old Teſtament : you may learn the Genealogie of 
our Saviour, by the names in his Regiment The Muſter Miſter 
uſes no other Liſt chan the firſt Chapter of Matthew, 

With what face can they objc& ta the King the b:ingingia of 
Forrainers,when themſelves entertain ſuch an army of Hebrew:e 
This Cromwel Þ ever {o valagousias when be is making ſpeeches 
Me for . 


- this'is the man of God ; ſo ſanRified a Thunder bolt, that Bur» 
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for the Aſſacixtion: which neverthelefie he doth ſomewhat om{f 


nouſly wich bis neck awry, holding up his ear,as if he «xpeRel 
Mahomets Pidgeon to come & promp: him. He ſhould be a bird 
of prey too by his bloudy bak. hisNoſeis able to try a young Ee 
ener ſhe be lawtuily begotten, Bur all is not gold thor gli- 

ers; What we wonder at in the reſt of them is nacurall ro bim, 
to kill wickour bloud-ſhedsfor the moſt of his Trophics are in a 
Church-window,when a Looking glaſſe would ſhew bim more 
Superſticion, Hes ſo perfc& 2 hater of Images, that he bath de- 
faced God's in his own countenarice. Tf he deals wich men, *tis 
when he cakes chem napping in an old Monunat,then down goes 
duft and «fhe-: and the ſtouceſt Cavalier is no becter. O brave O. 
liver ! Times Voider, Subſigcr ro the Worms : in whom Dearth, who 
formerly devoured cur Ancefters, now ch. ws the cud. He (aid 
grace once,as if he would have fallen aboard wich :he Margqueſſe 
of Newerte.nay,and the D/urnalgave you bis bill of fare 3 but i 
proved a ruuning banquer, as appears by the ſtory. Bec teve bim 
as he whiſtle ro hisCambridg Teem of Committce men, & he doth 
wonders. Bu: hotymen (like the holy Langage) muſt be read back 
wards. They f1- Colledges ro promote Learning, and pull down 
Churcbes for edification, But Secriledg is intailed upon himtThere 
muſt be a Cromwel for Cathredrals,as well as Abbrys; 4 (ſecure fin 
whoſe offence carries its pardon in ics mouth: Fur how can be be 
bangd fo: Church robbery,wch gives it ſelf the bench: of theClergy, 

Bu: for all Cromwels Noſe veus the Domintcal 1 eter, com- 
pared to Mancheffer,he is bur like the vigils to an holy» dey. This, 


yoaghs,in a proportionable blaſphemy to his Lord of Ho/ts, would 
ſtyle bim the eArch:ngel giving bartell ro the Devil, | 
Indeed, as the Angels, cach of them makes a ſeveral] Fecies, (0 


every one of his Souldic,s is a diſtin& ( burcb, Had thele beaſts] 


been to enter into the Ark, it would have puzz'ed Nob to bave 


ſuired them into pairs. If cver there were a rope of (and, it was (of 


many SeQs twiſtel into an Aſſocratton. 


They agree in nothing, bu: they are a'l Adamites in under- 


ſtanding. Ic is the ſigne of a coward to wink, and fight 3 yer all 

their valour proceeds from their ignorance. 4 
But I wonder whence their Generals parity proceeds 2 it is not 

by traduRion ; if ke was begotten a' Saint, it was by equivocal 
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| eeneration : for the Devill inthe father, is turn'd Monk in the 


ſon? ſo his godlinefle is of the ſame parentage with good Laws, 
both excraRed out: of bad manners,and would be alter the Scrie 
pture, as he hath attempredthe Creed, he might vary the Texte, 
and ſay to Corruption, Thou «18 my Father. 

T bis is be, that bath put out oneof the Kingdomes eyes, by 
clouding our Mother Univerſity 3 abd (if rbis Scotch miſt fur» 
ther prevaile) will extinguiſh chis other, He'bath the like quarcel 
to both, b cauſe both are ſtrung with tbe fame Optique rerve, 
Knowing Leyalty, Ba: barons Rebellwbo will be revenged upon 3ll 
Learning,becauſe his Treaſon is beyond the mercy of the Book, 

The Diurnsl as yer hatb not talk much of ViRories ; but 
there is the more b:bigdez For the Knight mult alwaies bear the 
Giont: chac's reſolved.1f any chiog fall out amiſſe, which cannot 
be ſmotbered, the Diurval hath « bu at Maw, icis bucpurting 
to Sea, and raking a Dan'ſh Flcer, or brewing it with ſome ſuc- 
tefſe our of Irclend, and it goes down merrily. 

There are more Puppets that move by the wyreof a Diurnal, 
2s Brercton and Gell, two of Mery his petty-toes; ſuch ſniveling 
Cowares, tbat ic is a favour tocall them ſo.Was Bfereton to fight 
with bis tecth, as in all ocher things be reſembled the Beaſt, he 
would have odds of any man at the we1pon 1 O he's aterrible 
flaughter-man at a ThanksgivingDinner:bad be beenCaan'bal, 
to have caten thoſe that be vanquiſht,b's Gur would bave made 
him valiant. | 

The greateſt wonder is at Fairfax, bow be comes to be a Babe 
of G. ace, Certainly ir is-not io his per[Oall, but (as the Srare- 
Copbies diftinguiſhin his Politick capacity;regenerated 4b extre, 
by the 2cal of the houſe: he ſatein 3 3s Chickens are batch ar 
Grand Cairo, by the adoption of an Oven. 
© © There is the Woodmonger t09, a feeble Cratch to adeclining 
Cauſe 3; a new branch of the old Oak of Reformation. 

And now I ſpeak of Reformation,vout eveq Foxbe Tinker, 
the livelieft cmbleme of it chat may be, For whar did this Parlia« + 
ment.ever go about to reform, but Tinker-wiie, in mending one 
hole, chey made three ? 

\ But I have not Ink enough tocure all the Tetters and Rings 
worms of the Stare. 

I will cloſe up all thus: The eo of th: Rebals arc on 

| the 
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the Magicall Comba of Apuleizs, who, chiniing he had Cain f| ; 
all chree of his Enemies, found them h. laſt "oo, Sr -; 
of Bladders. Such, and ſo empty are the ttiumphs of a D:#r- 
nel ; but ſo'many impoſtbumated Fancies, ſo many bladders of h 
their owne blowing. > 


aaa mi 
The Charatter of a Country Committee-man, with 
the Ear-mark of a S equeſtrator. oo 


A Committee-man by his name ſhould be one that is poſſeſs 
ſed; there is number enough in his name to make an Epi+ 
ther for Legion ; be is perſons in concrers (to borrow the ſole- A 
ciſme of a modern Srateſman) you may tranſlate it by the Red ** 
Bull phraſe,and ſpeak as properly, enter ſeven Devils /olw 2 It is 
2a well=truſs*d cicle,that containg both the number and the Beaſt; P 
For a Committee*man is a Noune of Multicude 3 be muſt befſ * 
ſpelled with figures, like Antiebrift wrapped in a pair-toyall of 
Sixes 2: Thus tbe name is 2s monſt: ous as the Man, a complex} ; 

notion of the ſame lineage with accumulative creaſon : For his Qu 
office is the Heptarcby, or Englend; Fritters;z it is the broken 
'meat ofa crumbling Prince,onely the Royal:y is greater 3 for it 
is here as in the miracle of loaves, the voider exceeds the Bill offj * 
fare; the Pope and ke rings the ebapge 3 here is the plurality off  - 
Crowns to one bead, joyncthem together, and there is a barme- 
ny in diſcord, the triple beaded Turn-key of Heaven, with chef} * 
triple beaded Porter okHell, A Commitree-man is the reliques befc 
.of Regall Government, but (like holy Reliques) he out bulk b 

the ſubſtance wheresFhe is a remnant: There is a ſcore of King J 
in a Commirree, as in the reliques of the Crofſe, there is t 
number of rwenty, This is the " ks with the bundred hand] , 
that weilds the S$cepter, the cyranvicall Bead-Roll, by wbid tie | 
the Kingdome prayes backward, and with a kinde of Rebus, x} 


every curſe drops a Committee-man., Let GHARLES be wh ;; d 
ved, whoſe conducipg clemency aggravates the defe@ion, andy br, 
make Nero the queſtion,better a Nero than a Committee. | ther 


is lefſe execution by a fingle bullet, than by caſe-ſhot. | 
Now a Commitree- man is a party-coloured officer, he mull 


be drawn like Fapus wich Crofſc and Pile in bis counrenanee, uf 3, 
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he relates to the Souldiers, or face about to his fleecing the 
Country Look upon bim marcially and beis a Juſtice of war 3 
one thac bath bound bis Daltoz up in Buff, and wil needs be of 
the «Quorum to the beſt Commaniders;he is one of Mers his Lay- 
Elders, he ſhares in the Government, rhough a Non-confor- 
miſt-ro his bleeding Rubrick 3 be is the like Scary in armes,a$ 
the Placonick is in love, keeps a fluttering in diſcourſe, but 
proves Higgardin the aRion ; beis nor of che Sou'diers, and 
yet of bis flock 3 itis an Emblem of the golden Age (and ſucti 
indeed he makes it)ro bim,when ſo tame aPigeon may converſe 
with Vulcurs, Me thinks a Commitcce hanging about a Gover= 
nour, and Bandileers dangling about a fuc*d Alderman, have an 
Anagram reſemblance ; there is no Syntax between a Cap of 
maintenance and a Helmet: Who ever knew an enemy routed by - 
agrand- Jury and a Billa vera? Ir is a lefr banded Garriſon 
mhere cheir authority perches, but the more prepoſterous, rhe 
more in fafhion : the right hand fights, while the let rules the 
reines: The truth is,the Souldier and the Gentlemen are like Din 
Buixot and Samba Penchs, one fights ar all adventures to pur= 
chaſe che other the Government: of the Iſl ind. A Committee” 
man properly ſhould be the Governours Mattrofle to fir his 
truckle, and ro new ſtring him with finews of War for bis chief 
uſe, to raiſe Aﬀſeſſements in the neighbouring Wapentake. 
The Country people being like an Iriſh Cow, that will not 
give down ber milk unlefle the ſee her Calf before ber : Hence 
ic is he is the Garriſons dry Nurle, he chews their Contribution 
before be feeds them 3 ſo the poore Souldiers live like Trocbilme, 
by picking the teech: of this ſacred Crocodile. MW 
$o much for his warlike or ammunition face,which is ſo pre» 
ternaturall, that ic is rather a vizard than a face, Aars iin bim 
hath but a blinking aſpe&, bis face of Armes is like his Cod#, par * 
. bie per pals,Souldier and Gentleman, much of a ſcantling. 
., Now enter his Taxing and deglubing face,a ſqueezing look, 
oe that of Yeſheſranzs, as if be were breeding ovec a cioſe-ftool, 
$_ Jake bim thus, and be is in the Inquiſi:ion of the purſe an aus 
F theatick Gypſie,that nips your bung with a canting O-dinanceg ' 
{4 Not a murthered fortune in all theCountry,bur bleeds at rhe rquch 
, god's malefa&or.Heisthe ſpleen of the body Poli:ick,that (wel 
& ſelf ro tbe conſumption of the _ Ac firſt indeed be ferters 
= R 
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. ed forthe Parliament, bur fince be bath gor off bis Cope, be ſer 

forbimſelfe, be lives upon the fins of che people, and that's 

a good ſtanding: diſh too, be verifies the Axiom, Tiſdem nutri. 

vur ex quibu compenitur, his diet is ſuitable ro his conſtitution, I 

bave wondted often wby the plundred Country men ſhould 

repair to him for ſuccour, certainly ic is under tbe ſame notion, 

as one whoſe pockets are pickr goes to Mol Cur-purſe, 3s the pres 
dominant in that faculcy. - 

Ke out-dives a Dutchmantgers a Noble of him that was never 
worth fixpence, for the pooreit do not eſcape, bur Dutch lice. he 
will be dteyning even in the dryeſt ground 3 he aliens a Delin. 
quents eftate with as li:tle remor(e,as bis other Holinefle giverh 
away in Heteticks Kingdom,8 for the truth of che Delinquens 
cy,botb Chapmen have as little ſhare of infallibiliry. Lye is the 
grand Sallad of Arbitrary Government, Executor to the Stars 
Chamber, and the high Commiſſion ; for thoſe Courts are not 
cxtin&, they ſurvive in bim, like Dollars changed into ſingle 
money. To (pea thetruch he is the univerſall Tribunall : for 
fince theſe times all cauſes fall to his cogniz ince, as in a great 
infeRion all diſeaſes turn ofc to the Plague. Ic concernsour M1. 
ſters the Parliament to look about them, if he proceedeth ar this 
rate, the Jack may come co ſwallow the Pike 3 as the Intereſt 
ofren eats Out thePrincipal. As his comands are greac,ſo be looks 
for a reverence accoriingly. He ispunRuall inex2Ring your 
hat, and to ſay right, itis his due : bur by the ſame title 3s the 
upper garment is the vails of the Executioner. There was a time 
when ſuch catte]l would hardly have been taken upon ſuſ- 
ſpicion for-men in office, unlefle the old Proverb were renewed, 
that the Begga's make a free Company , & thoſe their Wardens, 
You may ſee what it is to bang together, look upen them ſeve- 
rally, and you cannot bur fumble for ſome threds of chariry: Bur 
ob they are Tarmagants in ConjunRion ! like Fidlers, who 
are rogues when they go finglezand joyned in conſorr, gentlemen 
Muſitioners. I care not much if I untwiſt my Commiccce man, 
and (9 give him the receir of this grand Catholicon. 

' Take a State Martyr,one that for bis good bebaviour hath paid 
th: Exciſe of bis cars,ſo ſuffered captivity by the Land: Pi acy of 
$hip.money,nex: aP:imitiveF:eehol{er,one that hates yy" 
bicauſc be is a Gemtleman,tranſgreſſng thedſagns Gharra of dele 


ving 


( onnry Committee-max. 97 
ving Adam, Add to theſe a mortified Bankrupt,thathelps out his 
falſe Weights with ſome ſcruples of Conſcience, & with his per- 
emptory ſcales can doom his Prince with a ene Teke1, Theſe 
wich a new blue-Rtokin'd Juſtice, lately made of a good basket-s 
hilted Yeoman, with a ſhort handed Clerk, tackt to the Rear of 
bim to carry the Knapſack of bis underſtanding, together with - 
two or three equivocal Sirs, whoſe Religion like their Gemtilicy, 
is the: x:ra& of iheir Acrcs,being theretore ſpiritual], becauſe 
they are earthly 3 not forgetting the man of the Law,whoſe cor- 
ruption gives the Hogon tothe hincee Juno. Theie are the fim- 
ples of this pretious compound, a kind of Dutch hotch porch, 
the Hogen Mogan Commiccee-man. | 
A Committee-man hath a Side-man, or rather a ſetter bight, 
a $:qu:ftrator,of whom you may ſay, as of the great Sultans 
barſe,where he treads the grafſe grows no more. He is the States 
Cormorant, one that fiſhes for the publique, bur feeds kimſelf z 
the miſery is, he fiſhes wichout the Cormorants property,a ropes 
to ſtrengthen the guller,and to make him diſgorge, A Sequcitia« 
to1{He is the Devils Nutzhook,the figne with him is alwayes in 
the clutches, There are mote Monſters retain to bim,than to all 
the limbs in Anatomy. It is ſtrange Phyſitians do not apply him 
to the loles of the feer in adeſperate Feaver,he draws far beyond 
Pigeons : I hop: ſomne Mountebank will ſlice him, and make the 
Experiment, He is a Tooth-drawer once removed, here is the dif- 
ference,one applauds the Grinder,the other the Grift Never till 
now could I ye: ifie the Poets Geſcription,thar the ravenous Har- 
pie bad a human viſage. Death it ſe] cannot quit ſcors with him; 
Like the D:moniack in the Goſpel,he lives among Tombgs,noc 
is all che holy water ſhed by Widdows and O. pbans, a ſufficiene 
Exorciſme to diſpoſſi ſs him, Thns the Cat ſucks your breath, & 
the Fiend your bloud; Nor can the brotherhood of witch-find- 
ers, ſo ſagely inſti:ured with ail their rerror, wean the Familiars, 
But once more to ſingle out my imboſt Commirtee-mao, bis 
fate (for I know you would faine ſee ag end of him) is eicher a 
whipping Audit, when he iswrung in the wichers by aCommirtee 
of Examinations, & ſo the ſpunge weeps out the moiſture which 
be ſoaked before 3 Oc elſe he meets bis p1\[ing ru in the cla» 
mourous mutiny of a gut»foundred Garriſon 5 For the Hedge= 
Sparrow will be feeding the Cuckow, cill he miſtakes bis com« 
G 3 mons - 
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mons and bites off her head. Whareyer *tis,it is within bſs defert; 
For what is obſerved of ſome creatures, that at the ſar time 
\ they trade 3 aig yr three ſtories high, ſuckling be firſt, 
big with the ſecond, and clickering for therbird. A Committee 
man is the Counterpoint, bis miſchief is ſyperfetation, a certain 
[cale of deftryRion z for be ruines the Father, beggers the Son, 
and ſtrangles the hopes of all poſterity. _ | | 


ef Letter to a Friend, Diſſwading him from hi 
attempt to marry a NUN. 

SIR, | 
Hough no mang arms can be opened wider to receive you 
on ' any and give you poſſefi q of this breft, yer I know 
nor nhecher wich the uſuall complement, F may welcome you 
home, as doubting your Country may haye mewed thatrelation 
in ſo long anabſence, ſhe having cxpos'd her noþleft Iſſue, bes 
ing conviion enough to make you diſclaim her, Beſides, there 
is ſuch a new face of things nce your departure, that what was 
formerly the CharaRer of the Inbabicant,is now the Kingdoms, 
To be a firanger at hone 3inſomuch, as were you defign'd for a 
ſecood journey, it might be part of your buſineſle to travel other 
Countries in quelt of yoyr own. Indeed ſhe is ſuch an Alien in 
her looks, that moſt of her OF ſpring dare not ask ber bleſſing; 
her countenance is not denizen of her ſelf, you would think ber 
$2 be ſome floating If] ind,that had made a voyage onely ro truck 
for an outlandiſh viſige. Some,who bave ſpell'd her lineaments, 
ſay, ſhe copies out the Putch,and to make good the parallel,they 
doubt not to inſtance in our Mogen Governours. Itis ina broken 
Kingdome, as in a crack'd Looking glaſſe,where inſtead of one 
face, that Monarch- like, ſhould repretent the whole, you may ſee 
variety of lefler ones glimmnering in its room,and the AſpeRs of 
all ofchem ficrce'and frowning. Well then a forreier ſhe is, 
ang her complexion borrowed 3 (o that as our new Philoſophers 
- would have the Earth to move, and the Heavens ſtand ſtill, 
the {ame may be ſaid of the State of ours, and the Royall traine 
that you were part of Tt was the Kingdome wandered, not you 
gbar lefrit. You are fix'd, and England incxile. When a Coun- 
rrey ree's from ics ſerled poſture, there is no defe&ion in bim 
zbat quits icy it having fi: Rt abandon'd it ſelf. In.chis caſe, though 
| $64 2-2 any | | i 
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it be afallacy in the ſence, it bolds good in reaſon, that the ſhore 
moves and falis off from the Saylor. Whence you ſee, Sir, there 
is ſome poſfibilicy I might reverſe your travels, were it not for 
one argument which abundantly confirms them, the ſage ex- 
erjence you bave itreaſur'd up in your obſervations : for no 
bw had vou loſt your native ſoile, but by way of repriſal you 
tooke in others, The Dominions you vifat you catry along with 
you, and by 2 viQorious induſtry make them pay tribute to 
; | your underſtanding: nor like a number of our roaring Gallants, 
who recurn ſo empty and without their errand, as if their tra 
yel!, bike Witcbes in che aire,were nothing but the waftage of a 
deluded phantaſy, perſwading themſelves thar they ci:cle the 
Gl: -be,when the Card they ſayl by is nothing elſe but a ſlumbe- 
ring impoſture But m'e thinks we are to grave Sir, whac it we 
unbend a while, and preſume to tell you chit in a!l your Erran« 
ery, there is no Adventure ſo much affc&s me, as that of the 
Nun:where I cannot d:tcrmine, whether your lov: it (elfe were 
more exotick, or the form of accoſting it: For although ir be na« 
curall for Jealouſie to ſtudy Fornication, and every Cucko!d 
within his own precin&s to be an Engincer, yet never before 
bave I heard of a Miſtrifſe fenc'd with a port-cullice, or an as 
marous viſit manag'd with the caution, which ſuſpicious Kings 
uſe in an enterview. T bis manner of greering may not unfi-ly be 
' | tearmed Cupids, barriers, breatbing exerciſe rather than a combat, 
| where chedallyingChampions bave a rayl co part them,that they - 
- may not fight it outto the urtermoſt, Had your eld Romancing 
ſpirit poſſeſt you,tbe brandiſh'd blade oats have freed the Lx* 
dy from her inchanted durance 3 nor had you been lefſe cone 
cerned in the reſcue, than tbe faire Recluſe ; for who, that blows 
ſhort, in expe&ution of his love, and in that beat of impatience 
ſhould be ſever'd from his hopes by a few envious bars, wculd 
not feel bimſclfe like another $c. Laurence broyl'd on a Gti- 
diron ? But (ee how cuftomes yary with the clime z as there 
are ſome Regions who ſalute one another by putting off their 
ſhoos inſtead of their hars, ſo ic ſeems where you have been, 
there is as diff:renta fo:m of impriſonment : the Priſoner is ac 
large and without the grate wiſhing for admittance, and ſhe, 
at whole ſuite his ſoul isarreſted, cloſe clapr up and abridged of 
liberty, Sure ar this grate thoſe on OR called Plaronjehe, 
7 ” G4 had 
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bad their firſt training, thoſe queafie gamfters that diet them 4 
ſelves wich the very notion of mingling ſouls, without putting 
their bodies co farther brokage than kiffing of bands, and rwiſt- 
ing of eye beams. For your part Sir,you are none of thoſe puling 
ftomacts,you have an appetire for a whole Cloiſter. Ie is bur tri 
fling ſports for you to pull down the Our- lier unlefſe you leap 
the pale, and le: flip at the herd. 1 wonder what exorciſme the 
Abbeſle uſedto get quit of the Ineubas 5 for had ſhe not checks 
ed your boyering temptations, I am confident by this time you 
had transformed the Covent, and turn'd the Nuanery into a 
Seraeglio. Bur in ſober ſadnefle why a Nuns ? Sir, bow came you 
out of the ative torrent into that ſolicary creek! Princes ſeldome 
trear of Matches but in forrein Dominiong,your affeRion takes 
Erearer ſtate as fixing upon one of another world z had your paſ- 
flon been centred on the beauty of her ſoul, I had looked vpon 
ic as the a& of your converſion, ſuch a love might juſtly have 
been chriſtened by the name of Zea), being ſetled ona perſon, 
on whom to be enamoured is ina ſortto take Orders. Hence ic 
is, there want not ſome who ſuſpe& your Religion, leſt equi- 
vocating from the beauty of ber perſon,to that of ber nrokefiinn, 
you ſhould turn Monaftiek. Others, who are better acquainted 
with the warmth of your temper , are rather ſolicicous for the 
Church in generall, for fear |cſt with Luther you ſhould marry a 
Nuzn, and ſo with bim to make her a JoinQurg in a new Ree 
ligion. If this be your plot, con(ider I pray you, how difficult it 
is ro innovate farther in this age of Novelties, when the world 
is ſo ſpent in new inventions, that for want of gaine, even ruſt 
and rotrenn: fſe are flouriſhed over with a ſeeming verdurezNot 
one of all thoſe beldame hereſies, that did penance formerly by 
the doom of the Ancients bur bath caſt her skin fince theſs con« 
fulions,and giveth ber ſelfe our for a blooming Virgin. BucI 
thinke TI may ſpare this piece of counſell : I dare be your com- 
purgrtor for medling with Religion. That which f1*d your ſpi- 
rits, was che ambition of the enterprizez nor could you enter- 
taine a more aſpiring frenzy, buc by making love to a glorified 
body. Tell me, I pray you, how many beads &id you drop in 
wooing ? By what Lirurgie did you frame your courtſhip? Laick 
applicatians are here ſcandalous,nor will ic availeto ſay yow lan« 
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the veſtall lame even by bis martyrdome, Other lovers, in the 
jolliry of thcir trope, uſe to canonize their Miſtreſfles, 2s nom, 
of opinion,tbat the native rubcick of their cheeks bath ballowed 
them, will you run counter to thac conſccration, and degrade 
2 Saint by morall addrefſes ? If you have no room in your Cav 
lender for perſons upon earib, yer doc not prophane a Probatis 
oner of heaven, as if the readicſt way to reQifie Superſtition, |_ 
were with our modorn Reformers to bow it inco Atheiſme.Ler . 
me adviſe you Sir, to retrieve your felf back from this carnall- 
ſacriledge. . Catch not as Heroftratue his fame, by ſerting fire on. 
the Temple ; and diſpute nor a ſhape of guilt with Lucifer, in 
cauſing a ſecond fall of Angels $ Nay, never ftart Sir, nor look 
abour at the expreſſion; for I pe:ſwade my (elf, that theſe Di- 
vines, who allot to each of us a Tucelar Angel for our protei- 
on, wou'd not prejudice their opinion, ſhould they leave ber to 
her own tuition, aS hardly knowing in ſuch a perſon howto 
diſtinguiſh between the Charge and the Guardian, Sir,l was en- 
treated by our noble Friend, thac what my Phaot'fie ſuggeſted 
upon this ſubje&,I would mould into Number ; but 1 muft 
beg your pardons, it being a requeſt with wbich to comply were 
to be your fellow criminall,and by a conformity of guilt ro per= 
vert a votary3 for even my Muſe is vowed and veild too, ſhe is - 
ſer apart for the ſervice of my Miftrelle, and what is that, but 
even true Religion. The tru-b is, ſhe is ſo charily confined ro 
that ſole imployment, that ſhould I in verſe attempt to yeild 
you an accompr, how much I bonour you,not a whole grove of 
Laurell would bribe ber to a diſtick,whereas in trankficory proſe, 
were I Maſter of all, thoſe Languages, which I make no queſti» 
on bur you have gain'd by your travels, T ſhould hold them all 
too few to give you ſufficient aflurance that I am, 
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T four? I have no reaſon to be guilty of much good mex- 
'&. ning to = Garriſon, yet I rhoughe it not uoke: to tell | 
you, thu on Friday laſt, one Hill by name, in no other conditi- 
on than my ſervant entred your Ark, and with bim of my mo- 
cies 133-0-8. chis preciſe ſumme I was willing you ſhould 
knew, ſuppoking your wildome might owne the monies, rhough | _. 
your honeRies could bardly allew tbe a& Which if ſo, and that | 
hereafter we ſhall finde it no finne to violate your ſanRuary, and 
upen the audit finde the receipt, we may h3ppily count it a lone, | 
and not a lofſe, ic being in bands reſponſable for greater mat- | | 
ters : and now Sir, let me ſprak eo you as a judge, not as an ad- 
yocate, give the fellow his juſt reward, prefer bim, or (cnd him | ' 
birher, and we halls If you dare not cruſt him, let him be 
erufſed, If you dare, T ſhall wiſh you more ſucb (ſervants, and 
for that onely reaſon excuſe me for the preſent, that Idare not ; 
ſay I am yours: 
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The Anſwer. 


VEDZ beloved is ir.ſo, that our brother and fellow-labourer in 
I the Goſpel is ſtart aGde ? chenthis may lerve for an ul of ins 
ſttuRion, not totruſt in man, or inthe Son of man. IDid not 
Dems leave Paul z Did nor Oneſsmws run from bis maſter Pbb 
lemon ? Alſo this ſhould teach us to imploy our talents, and not 
lay them up in a napkin. Had it been done among the Canilies, 
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ſc bad been juſt,then the Tſraelice had ſpoiled the Egyptian : but 
for Simeon co plunder Levi, that---chat-- ! You (ce whar uſe Sir, L 
makeof your doQrine you ſent to me, and indeed fince you 
change Rtiie ſo far as to nibble ar Wic, you muſt pardon it to quit 
ſcores 3 I p:crend a little to a gift in preaching Sir 1 expeR&ed 
to beare from you in the phraſe of che luſt Groar, and the pro® 
digall Son, and ſuch a ra1tum of languige, but I perceive your 
communication is not alwayes yea, yea, now and then a lictle 
harlottry Rhecorick $ you ſay that your man is encred our Ark,L 
am ſorry you are ſo ignorant in Scriptu'e as to ſet bim come 
| fiogle, The text bad been better ſatisfied, if you had pleaſed to 
Feare him company, tor then the beaſts had entred by couples, 
Bur though he came alone, yet well lined it ſeems, a 133-0 8, 
ſureche Hue and Cry had good Lungs, it would have been 
our of breath elſe, before ir had reached the 8, Thus is the (um, 
but why you call ic the preciſe ſum, ſince it is fallen _ Iuns 
derftand not: but bow come you to reckon ſo punRually? Did 
tAnaniss cell it upon the Table Dormant 2 Whar yeare of che 
ray of the Saints? | wouder you did not rather count 
It by the ſheck!s, char is the more (an&'fied coyn, I takeit 
you are miſtaien inthe ſanRuary you ſpeak of. For that which 
your man bath taken is Welb:c>, one of our Chappels of eaſe, 
not the mother Church, our G arciſon of Newarke. But che beſt 
is, they are both without the reach of your ſacriledge. Whereas 
you count the lofſe but a loan, we ſhall grant as a debr, bur 
bearing the ſame date of payment, as that which you borrowed 
on the publick Faith, I ſuſpe& your hand was troubled with the 
Palſey, when you wrote of a Judge $ your man however ſhall 
finde me in advocate, {o what ſay you to an occafionall medi- 
tation ? RefleR bur on your ſelfe, how you have uſed our come 
mon maſter, and I doybr nor, but then you will pardon your 
man, he hath but cranſc:ib:d and copied out the diſſoyalty of his 
maſter, as his fraternity bad taught him : and to conclude with 
your own; I wiſh you more ſueh ſervants z and more ſuch ſums, 
to be derived tochcir proper channell, from whence it is imagi- 
pable that was purloyned, | 


J.C, 
Cir 


_ LETT-E6RS: 


SIR, 

Hg not indulgent mercy provided far troubled ſpirits Cacred 

Ocacles, how troubled bad you bzen to concrive ſomething 
worthy of laughter? how eafily bad the expence of your wit beca 
erufſed up inan Eggrihel], 1 dare not trace in holy ground, it 
is not (ate nibling there ; you ſee what doQtrine I make of your 
uſe. But yer ſo far as yours is propbane, give meleave to nibble 
at wit, though I dare not undertake, like a mighty Coloffe 
(whoſe every motion doth Gleave-Lend like terram findere)to des 
your indige<fted lumps of wit, as the Cyclops men at a morſell, 
and then retail ic our as a Jugler doth Inckle by the yard, all in 
CharaRers,and by couples earring the ark upon account. Yet 
allow me to nibble,and Vle allow you the gifc in preaching. Pit- 
ty ic is the proviſion of ſo many ſavory leflons,wholſome inftra- 
Rions, even (o many pious colleRions, as might wortbily bave 


entituled you to the comfortable ſubliſtance of a well-gleb'd | 


Vicaridge, beſides the advantage of a wit, which would require 
another wir, to rel] how great ſuch a divine knowledge, as might 
enable you to prophane every leaf of holy Wrir, unknown ſan» 
Ricy, and a conſcience ſo tender 1 dare not touch s Vity it is 
fuck accompliſh'd gifts, and prodigious Parts ſhould be miſim- 
ploy'din ſecular affaires, ſuch an holy Father might have b*got 
2s many babes for the Mother Church of Newark, as your 
party hath of Jace done Garriſons, and converted as many ſou's 
2s Ch:xcers Fryer, with the ſhoulder- bone of the loſt ſheep. But 
you ſay you expeRed : I thought you had hid more than you cx- 

Red z bur however you expeRed penitentiall la!-guage, and 
bumble file. Tbe groat I will not meddle with, *cis holy coyn, 
an addrelſe full of complaints. Sir, we (like your ſelves) can 
ſpeak big of our loſſes, and yer with more ingenuity confeſfſe 
them ; though I for modeſty will not aske you who ſtole from 
you. of late a Fort=town, or who ran away with che King, but of 
that-- for char preciſe ſum,I ſce you are willing to quarrel at pre- 
ciſeneſſe, ic was to tell you revenge would bave transformed it 
ppon your very —— How you quarrell at your good, had you 
miftakenhim for atax gatherer, and eas'd bim of his portage 
before he arrived at cu: Chappell of eaſe,I would not you ſhould 
have abarcd bim a fouciÞ part for bis forwardueſſe, and put it 
upon 
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upon the file of contribution for his Majeſties =_ Gartifon of 
Newark ; 1 ſhou'd have liked the ſecurity well, and when your 
works had failed to ſave you, expeRed a return upon tbe pub- 
lick faith, the meditation whereof putteth me upon this advicez 
think nor propbaneſſe can compa@ with mudde to caſt up a 
trench of ſecurity, attempt nor,chough a gyant, to reach at Rars, 
to throw that Proverb at you, 


Be wiſe on 1hk ſfpde Heaven, 


The Anſwer. 


He Philoſpher, that never laughed bur once, when he ſaw . 

an Aﬀſe mumbling of thiſtles, would have broke bis ſpleen 

at the rejoyndcr of yours, for who would net taketbat for an 
Embleme of this, obſerving bow gingerly, and with what cau- 
tiog you nibble at my Letter, lc ir ſhould prick your chops. But 
ſomerhing muſt needs be reply*d : Repetitions are uſnall with 
the Sainis at Grantham, T look upon your letter as a ſpittle Ser- 
mon, where I perceive your ambition, how you would prove 
your ſelfe a clean beaſt, becauſe you know how to chew the cud 2: 
For the firſt ſentence, where you ſpeak of croubled ſpirics, and 
ſacred Oracles, you talk as if you were in Dell Commons cx:talie, 
certainly your ſpirit is troubled, elſe your exprefions had nor 
run ſo myddy : for never was Oracle more ambiguovs, if poſſs- 
ble, ro bMeconciled to ſence. The wit which you ſay may be 
trufſed up in an egg-fhell, I fear your oval crown hath ſcarce 
capacity, ro contain 2 you diſclaime being a Colofle content, I 
have as diminutive thoughts of you as you pleaſe, I rake you fos 
# Jack of Lent, and my pen ſhall make of you according|y,three 
throws for a peany. But you cannot Gletve- Lend like terram fin 
dere, O what a chargeable commodity is wit at Grawbam,wbere' 
the poor writer playes the Pimp, and jumbles two So 
togerher in unJawfull ſheets for the produQion of a-quibble,Bue 
] applaud your cunning,the more unknown the town js you jeſt 
in, your wit will be tbe better 3 and why cannor you —_— 
_— = vo ; 
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Lend? tread but batd; and your cloven foot will cleave it's ims 
preſſion 3 you alk of the Cyclops and Juglers , indeed bard 
words are the Juglers DialeR, but cake beed,the time may come, 
when unlefſe you play p:e/to be gov, your run-away- King may 
czuſe you Juglers- wiſe to diſgorge your fate, and vomir a rope 
in ſtead of Inkle, But to echo your compaſſion, and return you 

"an inventory of your good party y is ic not picy che pure excra& 
of (anRified Emanuel,parboylcd there in a Pipkin of P:edeftina- 
tion, and fince w:ll read in the fick mans Give, and crums of 
comfort, and liberally fed with all che minced meat in Divinity, 
Is i: not piety ſuch a pious gogle ax the Eye, ſuch a melodious 
twang at the noſe, ſuch a ſplay mouth drawn dry, as it were, e- 

difying the ear in p:iyate, betides the cheverall langs which till 

Krerch forth ſo far as a ſeventerntb'y; !s ic no pity theſe gallant 
Ingredients of modern devotioo, which might juſtly bavc qua. 


lifed you for a tub-JeRure,and in time have enlarged your Di- 


ocefſe as that of Hidebery, that thoſe incffable partsthat paſſe 
all undertanding, ſhould thus be ſequeſtred from the primitive 
uſc,and of a godly Lincepreſade in the Church militant,bz con- 
yerted to a brother of the Blade, ſvch a walking DireRory, ſuch 
a z:alous Rogey as this, might have ſaved more ſoules than ever 
Sampſon ſlew, and with the {ume Engine, the Jaw-bone of an 
Alle: your pen is coy, and you wave the holy ground; and tht 
boly coyn with a ſquernith preterition: I amglad to heare you 
acknowledge there is an holy ground, for then I hope Hothan,'s 
barn is not as good a Congregation as Saint Paul's 3 for the ho- 
ly coyn you muſt pardon me if E ſuſpe&'rhbe chaſtiy of your 
fingers, T am ſu e thoſe of your party bave bcen troubled wich 
fellons, witnefſe the Church-reveneues, and ſcverall Mriledges 
that canor be pared off with your nailcs ; But there is another 
reaſon why I abſtaine from the ignominy of the Saints, You 
were in hopes roretrieve your money, bu: verily, verily, never 
ſprings the partridge. You would bave your man taken for 
a tax-gatherer 2 Lord, how the tile alters, rbe man when he 
was with you,was one of the $c;ibes and Phariſees, and bere he 
mult paſſe for a Publican and finner. Sir, we caſt up no trench 
of ſecu-ity, though we might have dirt enongh in your language 
todoe it, and yetwe bope to be ſaved by our workes, for all the 
ſtcengch of your Faitb, whereby you bold your (clyes ab'e to re» 

| move 
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- | move mounttines: for your advice, not co throw Rtars ae your 
1 | bead, I imbrace it, for what need 1,as long as there is gooſe-(ſhoe 
, | 10 be bad for money, my wit ſhall be on what Gde beaven you 
| pleaſe, provided ir be alwayes antartick co yours 2 for tbe ap® 
e 

I 

; 


ellation of Giant I accept ir, _ Iam ſorry thar I am noe 
le with the bundred bands, that 1 might fo often ſubſcribe 
my ſelf, 
* Sir, 
. Tens ſeryant, 


Jo: Cl. 


; CHARA CTER 


DIURNAL-MAK ER 


—___— 


By F.C. 


LONDON, 
Printed in the Yeare, 1 6 5 4. 


THE 


CHAR ACTER 
_ POEIYs..s/ MAKER, 


DDiuznatt-Maxun 
2 is the Sub-almoner of Hi- 
d ſtory, Queene IMabbs 
Regiſter ; one, whom 


by che ſame figure, that a 
Noth Country Pedler is a Mer- 
 chant-tman, you may 'ſtyle an Au- | 
thor : It is the like over-reach of 
language, when every thinne tinder- 
cloal'd 


Quack muft bee call'd a 
T2 Doctor g 


” in 


6) 


DoRor; when a Clumſy Cobler | 


uſurps the attribute of. our. Engliſh 
Peetes; and is vamp'd a Tranſlator, 
lit/him a Writer and you {mother 
- Geoffry in ſwabber-ſlops 5; .the * very 
name of Debbley over: ſets him; he is 
ſwallowed up in the praiſe like Sir 
Sawncl Lake in a great Saddle, no- 
thing to be ſeene þur the giddy Fea- 
ther in his Crowne. They call him a 


Mercury, but he becomes the Epi- 


_ , thet, like the lictle Negro mounted 
- on the Elephant, juſt ſuch another 
* blot-rampanr., He has not ſtuffings 
ſufficienr for the reproach of a Scri- 
bler, But ic hangs about hit like an 
old-wives skin, when theAcih: bath 
forſaken her, lank and foofe.- Hee 
defames a good title, as well as moſt 
of 'our moderne Noble-men, thoſe 
Wennes of greatneſſe, the Body po- 
liticks moſt peccant humours, bliſtred 
into Lords. Hee hath ſo raw-bon'd 
| | __ aBeing 
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him, hee rubbes: 1t.our, and'r 


raggs of che expreſſion, -The- filly 
- Country-man- who fecing an® Ape 
in a ſcadfet coat, bleſt his young wor- 
ſhip, and gave his Landlord. joy-of 
the hopes .of his houſe) did not flan- 
der his' Complement with worſe ap- 
PÞlication, than' hee \that names this 
ſhred 'an Hiſtorian. To call him an 
Hiſtorian, is to Knight a Man-drake, 
'ris'ro- view him through a perſpe- 
Qive,and by that groſſe\Hyperbolero 
give the reputation of anEngineer,to'a 
maker of Mouſe-traps. Such an Hiſto- 
rian” would hardly paſs muſter'wich 
' a Scotch Stationer /in' a ſieve full of 
' Ballads and godly Beuks. He would 
not ſerve' for the breaſt-plate of a 
| begging Grecian, The moſt crampr 
Compendinm that the age hath ſeene- 
fince all learning was torne into ends, 
our-ſtrips him by the head : 1 have 
93 heard 
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-wih their children, they are delive- 
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' William Prinne would ſerve for a 
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never ſaw of their wri- 


the Hellaxd 'women, that ropether 


red of a Sooterkin; not unlike to a 
Rat, which ſome imagine to be the 
Off-ſpring of the Stooves : I know 
not what /2n4 fatews adultcrates the 
Prefle, but is ſeemes much after thar 
faſhion, elſe how could this. Vermin 
think.to be a Twin to a legitimate 


Writer, when thoſe weekly fragments |. 


ſhall paſſe for Hiſtory ler the 
poore mans box be catituled the Ex- 
chequer, and the almes-basker a 
Magazine. Nota worme that gnaws 
on the dull ſcalpe of voluminous 
Hollinſhead, but at every meale de- 
vourcd more Cronicle,than his Tribe 
amounts to, A marginall note of 


winding ſheet for that mans yorks, 
like 
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g bur the Authors fare, 


*:The Cooke , p- = lerv'd up the: 
| Dwarf ina Pye, (ro continue the fro- 


lique) mighc have lapp'd up ſachan _ 
= webs this in the bill of fare; - 
He is the firft tinture and rudiment 
of Writer, dip's as yet in the prepa- 
rative blew, likc an Almanack well- 
willer. He is the Cadet of a Pam- 
phlcteere, rhe Pedee of a Romancer, 


Heis the Embrio of a Hiſtory, flink'd 
before maturity. How ſhould hee 


record the iſſues of time, who is him- 


 felfe an Abortive ? I will not ſay 


but he may paſs for a Hiſtorian inGer- 
biers Academy , hee is much abfize 
of thoſe knor-graſſe Profeſſors 
What a pitifull Seminary was there 
projected , yet ſuitable enough to 
the preſent Quiverficy s, thoſe drye 
Pres, which the providence of 
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age as ſo fully 'reform'd -tharthey' } 


are .rumld: Reformadbg,'''Bur that's | 
no matter, the meaner tho berter:Ic; ] 


isamaxime obſervable initheſe dayes, 


charthe-onely way«rowin' the game; |- 


is to'playpettyFohns, Of this num- 
ber is che /Efquire of ot ok for he 


hath che 1grudging' of ' Hiſtory, and : 


ſome' yaumings ; accardingly 5 Wri- 
ring 1s diſeals in him, aid bollds like 
a :quotidiao, ifo- *ris his infirmity that 
makes him] an Authori As Mahomet 
was bcholdingito the falling fickneſle 
to vouchchima Prophes, That nice 
Arrtificer, who filed a chaine ſo thinne 


and lightithat a flea could traile it, (as | 


if he: had worked ſhore hand; and 
raupht this (tools. to cipher) did but 
contrivecan! Embleme -ſor this skip- 
jack, and his flight produRtions. + / 
|Methinks che T#rk ſhould lycence 
- Divrnalls, becauſe: he: prohibits lear- 
ning and books. A Library of _ 
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1 juftideaofthe Limbo. of Infants. I 
ſaw one- once that-could write with 
. his-toes, by the ſame coken'I could 
 havewith'd he had worne his copycs 
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forfocks, 'tis he without doubt from 


ks 


. whom the Diurnalls derive their pe- 
- degree, \and they: have a-birth-righe 


accordingly, being ſhuffled out at the 


beds feer of Hiſtory. To what infi- 


nite numbers anHliſtorian would mul- 
ply: ſhould he crumble into Elves 

f this profeſſion 4 Zegion'd. Pimme, 
whoſe fleſh bred ſuch a world of Exc- 
cutors, as being made of the raw of a 


P 
) 


Ay At 


| Herring, of nothing elſe. but compa- 


Red Nits,did.nor disband his body in 
more variety: To ſupply this ſmallnes 
they are fainea join forces, ſo they are 
not ſingly, but as the. cuſtome is,in 2 
croakingCommittee; They tug at the 
Pen, likeflaves.atche Oare, a whole 
bank together, they write in _ po- 

ure, 
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than to 2 Britenaicns, In this Poliga- 
my the Cloaths breed,and cannot de- 
_ whole ue i is lawfully _ 


And Here T think it were not amifs 
to take a pron how he is accou- 
cred, and ſodoc by him, as he in his 
Siquiz for the wall-cy'd Mare, or the 
crop-fleabirten'y give you the marks 


of the Beaſt. i begin with his head, 


which is ever in the Clouts, as if the 
night-cap ſhould make Affidavit, that 


the brain was pregnant. To what pur- 
poſe doth the Pie cMater lye in fo. 


duly , in her white ' formailicyes , 
ſure ſhee hath hard labour, for the 
browes have ſqueezed for ir, as you 
may perceive by his butter'd bon- 
grace, that film of a dimicaſter, *ris ſo 
thin and waRuous, that. the Sun- 
beams 


dy Toa Clonts. 1 
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'J beams miſtake it for a vapour, and 
+] are like to cap him; ſo'tis right He- 


> | ljotrope, it. creaks inthe ſhine,and flaps - 


in the ſhade. What ever it be, I with 
it were able to call in his carcs ; there's 
no proportion betwixt that head and 
appurtenances ; thoſe' of all Lu 

are no more fir for that ſmall Noddle 
of the circumciſion, than braſs boſſes 
for a Genev« Bible.In what a puzzling 
newtrallity is the poore ſoule that 
moves bertwixt LE ſuch ponderous 
byafſes. His collaviis wedged with a 
peece of peeping lintten, by which he 
meanes 8 band, 'tis the Sorlorne of his 
ſhire, crawling out of bis 'neck, indeed 


-P it were time that his ſhirt, were jog- 


ging, for it has ſerv'd an apprentiſhip, 

and (as prentices uſe) it hath learned 

* his trade too, to which effcR 'ris mar- 

. ching tothe Paper Mill, and the nexc 

week (ers up for it ſelf in the ſhape of a 

Pamphict. His Gloves are the firings 
| 0 
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' Like a Bull-neck'd Presbyrer, fince 


> 


(to) 


* = ofhis hands, for he caft#his 5kin like 
© .- Tcancell'dparchmenc, the itch repre- I} 


ſents the broken ſeales.. His Bootes 
are the Legacyes of two black Jacks, 
andtill he pawn'd the filver that the 


Jacks were tipp'd with, it was a pretty | 


mode pf boor-hoſe-tops. For the 
reſt of his habir, he is a perfect Sea- 
man, akinde of Intarpawlin, hce be- 
ing hang'd about: with © his' courſe 


compoſition , thoſe poledames pa- 


pers. : 

But ,T muſt dray 'to an end, for 
every Character is an Anatomy-Le-. 
Qure, and ir fares with me in this 


| of the Dinrnall-maker, as with him 
thar reads on abegg 


'd MalcfaQor 4% 
my ſubjeR ſmells before I have gone 
half thorow hit :'for a parting blow, 
then, the. word Hiſtorian imports a 
fage & ſolemn Author,one that curls 
his brow . with a fullein gravity , 


the 
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the Army hath gor him: off. his ju» WY Wu} 
 Irisdition, who Presbyter-like fyeeps . - > 


” Phi#breaſt with a reverend beard, + "+ 
- [full of native: moſſe-troopers. | Not <1 
© ſuch a ſquirting ſcribe; as-this' that's a 


troubled with the Rickets , and © 
*[makes penny worths of Hiſtory. The I - 
Colledge-Treaſury , that never had | 
in bank above a Harry groat, ſhut 
- Jup there in a melancholy ſolitude , 
like one that is kept to keepe poſleſ- 
fion, had as good evidence to ſhew 
for his tigle; as hee for an Hiſtorian : 
ſo if hee needes will bee a Hiſtorian, 
ſhe is nor cited in the Sterling accepti- 


O 

+} 19 , bur after the rate of blew 4; 
" {caps reckoning , an Hiſtorian Scot. EY. 
bo, Now a Scotch-mans tongue runnes - A 


bigh Fullam's, there is a Cheat in + 7 


> [bis Idcome ; for the ſenſe cbbes_ : 
F from the bold expreſſion, like-the h 
> {interprets but halfe « pinte, In ſumme, #4 
- | | a Di®to ; ; 
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is the antemark of 
{to ; he differs from him as 
[ from 2 man or Gf you Id 
have irinthe Saints gibberiſh) 
5's. Hinter doth from a Holder 


